* vow 2 


2 — 


3 MZ K IN —_ 4 
',  Thecdlebrated PROLOGUE-SPEAKER . 


— — 


New 2 e, 7 = 
Prot OGUES und EPIL OGUES. 


Yona by Aer” Hong Þ\ oe Privenatan + ow, Af! 1: 


— 


| 
t 
1 
P 


r ——̃ 


— 3 * 
* * „* * 1 < 


T H E 
NEW and COMPLETE 


| ENGLISH SPOUTER; 
A I. UNIVERSAL KEY 
THEATRICAL KNOWLEDGE. 


| CONTAINING — 
| A CoLLecTtiox of all the Favourite and moſt 
eſteemed PROLOGUES and CNT ice, >? 


\, | ä Ser] Drury-Lane, Covent-Garden, Hay- 
market, and on other Stages (public and private) in 
different Parts of the Kingdom. 
— Variety of Pzoocuzs and E 
ariety ROLOGUES PILOGUES, com- 
0 on Purpoſe, and occaſionally at ſeveral 
I j LUBS, 3 4 


That celebrated Piece, called the Tut Pierunt of 4 
PLAYHOUSE ; or, Bucks Have at Ye All: and other 
valuable Picces, not to be found in any other 

The Whole interſperſed with many Originale, and B 

— 2 1782 


: __By Mx. P A LM E R. 


The various Treaſures. of the Drama, here 
„ of. Dreſs, appear ; 


and — — — 
ns —— y 


Humour and Wit combine, with Art, Art, to pleats, 
3 And give InftruQion purchas'd here with Fate. 3 
- — 
L. ON DON: 

, Printed for Au Ex. Hoc, No. 16, Pater-noſter Row 3 
and fold by T. Lewis, Great Ruſſel- Street, Covent- 
Garden; R. Maz1xER,, Compton-Street,. Soho; and all 

— Go 5 _ — 
rice &® Suite; a Portrait of Mr. Kine, the * 
celebrated Prologue-Speaker.] * 


«is tas © 8 — - 


To the PUBLIC. 


H E general Defect which runs Soong 
every former Collection of this 
ture, is certainly a ſufficient Apology for 
preſenting the Lovers of Theatrical Amuſe- 
ment, with An entire New Selection of Pro- 
logues and Epilogues, under the Title of 
% THE NEW ENGLISH SPOUTER; |, 
on, Ax Universat Key To THEATRICAL © 

KNOWLEDGE. 


In ruts Worx no Omiſſion is made of <«- 
any approved and celebrated Articles of! 
FORMER Darz; and we have carefully at- 
tended to the Preſervation of all the wohnun 12 
PrxoLOGUES and ErilLoGuts: ſo that Tris is 
the only Work of the Kind which is brought 
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PR OLO GUV E S 


AND 


EPILOGUES. 


CJ 
TO THE TRAGEDY OF THE 


| 

| STIOQGL oo STINGOPHE 

I WRITTEN BY THE REV. MR. COLLIERy | 
And ſpoken by Mr. HxenDERSON, 


N vain would Satire, with rage, 
Defamer che — . tp 

As if, attach'd to Dui 's W 

Our hearts had loſt bo r and with to feel 


When — mo, with 
| Or joy for terrors paſt 


Nature trium 


f Thus, on Perſection's height we gaze intenf ; 
But who ſhall dare to climb the ſteep aſcent, 
When Hope ſo t mourns its on 
| And checks our in th' advent'rous race ? 
| B With 


* 
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With doubting and agitated mien, 
PR... + yoo bp oy > = ſcene ; 
Rejects the-ſaccour of art, 

hope, but on the heart. 


And bailds no 
Nor will T the thin diſguiſe ; 
A woman here the plaintive tale ſupplies : 
I, 097 Lp 
C your feel! as ſhe paints own : 
Whate'er in wedded love the breaſt can warm, 
Or give to filial bonds their higheſt charm ; 
er emotions through the boſom dart, 
od, A derte a parent's heart; 
Here her feeble attempt to raiſe. 
Give us your tears, we alk no truer prai 
What though the ſex of late have ſhown 
At leaſt a right to the poet's crown, 
Still has imperious man aſſum'd the claim, 
v — 0 , 
air! this night, 
Ani peivo yore pom to judge .: 
Thus man, with pride reluctant, ſhall confeſs, 
ET WS panes cooks : g 
o your indulgence rigour , 5 
Nor dare to cenſure what your tears commend. 


—. — — 
EPIL O 6 U E by 


wo 


| 
t 


WRITTEN BY A FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mrs. LVATES. 


— . — 
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Tho? bright the tragic character appear, 
Our private ſoibles you delight to hear. 
In Life's great drama the ſame rule we find : 
When on that ſtage the patron of mankind 
Performs his part the public virtues ftrike ; 
But ' tis the ſecret anecdote we like. 
If there a A 
And love his country out. of downright ſpite, 
It paſſes for a copy of his face ; 
Has he not been to Court to beg a place ? 
When ſome bright: orator his country's cauſe 
Suſtains, and talks of liberty and laws : 
Hear, hear, all cry; in attitude he ſtands, 
Sprawling his feet, and ſtretching forth hi hands : 
In this petition, Sir—the nation begs 
* 
* 


« And, Mr. — 

* And, Sir—our anceſtors—and Whig 

WW — = laws ;—and, Swr— Great Britain's 
1 ſuch powers ! 

S 

The nation ſav'd, he hurries, in a trice, 

To ſhake the box, and be undone at dice. 

Some politicians in debate, 

Then f ſhew the quiet of the ſtate. 

Your Hollanders, when treachery is 

Break every treaty, — » / wo» AY 

If by remonſtrances you try to mend them, 


Mynheer ſmokes on—** tis all ad referendum.” | 
We ſtorm upon the ſtage th* impaſſion'd breaſt, | 


And yet, ſhall flippant mirth, and y joy. | 
The beſt i ry 


ſſions of the heart deſtroy ? 
Tis your's, ye fair, to quell our author's fear; 
A female poet draws the tender tear. 
True to her ſex, ſhe copies from the life 
S — — Scan ga. 

this 7 - ain, . 
The Grin ehetd - 


And let fair virtue, ton the quit the age, 
Here pauſe awhile, Kü —— 


3 PROLOGUE 


— 
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. © UE 
To THE 


nKOYTAad SUPPLIANTE 


Suppoſed to be written by a GENTLEMAN of 
the higheſt Raxk in LITERATURE. 


Spoken by Mr. BENSLZ v. 
| ITH countenance thrice chang'd from red to 


| e his tale; 


Craſus faid he ho rul'd thoſe lands that lie— 
Creaſus—the Nabob of antiquity ; 

When fatiated with war, with wealth, with praiſe, 
Defir'd new pleaſures ſtill to ſooth his days; 

And publiſh'd vaſt rewards (ſure out of ſpite) 

To him who ſhould produce ſome new delight ; 
This flame ungq d burns on from age to age, 


Panting for novelty you ſeek our ſtage : 


To pleaſe this taſte, a claſſic bard will try 
To make ſoft boſoms heave a claflic figh ; 
Feel Dejanira's faded charms, and trace 
_ ike _ in his race : 

is the taſk who ftrives your praiſe to gain, 
And hard the part a poet muſt ſuſtain. 
Herculean labours might our Prologue fill, 
And prove the club lefs powerful than the quill. 
To clear the courſe, to turn the tide of wit, 
To charm the watchful dragon of the pit ; 
The Hydra's hiſs to check, the giants quell, 
And bind the barking Cerberus of hell, 
Might the beſt ftrength of Hercules require, 
Tho? to his force were added Orpheus tyre : 
Yet will we not deſpond—Alcides* race 
In every one's remembrance holds a place; 
The tale has trembled on each infant tongue, 


To weep the hero's wrongs, the daughter's woe ; 
2 kind — grant the widow's 2 
crown oet with the golden fruit. 
"_ | EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE 
TO THe 


ROYAL SUPPLIANTS; 


Spoken by Mrs. Cxawronrd. 


ELL! theſe heroic times] ſcarce can ſpeak— 
Theſe ancient fables, borcow'd from the Greek, 
Are all ſo full of paſſion, rage, and death, 

„ 
07h ge bike 


This night, you'll own, . 
A chief renown'd from my embraces torn.. 

Well a widow weep the beſt of men, 
Oh! ſuch a huſband I ſhan't have 

With bright renown he fil'd the eaters olimes, 
2928 een 
ne thing there is, which I muſt not diſguiſe ; 
Tho? brave, heroic, and wiſe, 

The lover tam'd, his club could throw, 

Thain'd to the diſtaff, like a modern beau: 
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3 OO HL OO @- U 
TO THE 


GENEROUS IMPOSTOR. 
Spoken by Mr. PALMER 


As bg comp the Rage raking upon a and ad- 
—̃ the a behind, from whom 
he is ſuppoſed to have received it.] 
HIS, Sir, the Prologue? Why this piteous 
whine, 


Will prove, itielf, the piece's ſure ion, 
And give, like hawkers, by anticipation, | 
« Life, birth, and parentage, and education.“ 

Do you diſcover im this caſt of feature 
The firiking traits to fuit the doleful metre ? 
Give it 1— fad—tragic face 
Such plaintive ſentiments will aptly grace. | 
The rucful meaning Moody may ſupply | : 


E'en from the fruitful river of his eye; 
Or with. mute pathos, walk about and fight. 
[To the Aidience.] 
. A. alter d ſince that Gothic day, 
on] a -wrig hts wrote — for = 
Then while Sr miſerable -— 
Trembled behind—uncertain of his dinner— 
Ferth came in black— with folemn ſtep—and flow. 
The actor to unfold the tale of woe. 1 
ur 
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But in theſe days, when e'en the titled dame 


Glows with the of dramatic fame, 
When as the faſhion gains, it may indite 
The card of compliments for a third night, 


With tile laconic, in the meafur*'d ſtrain 

Lady Charade ſees friends at Drury-lane.”— 

In bright days—this literary age, 

When tis the taſte—the very thing—the rage | 

To pen ſome lively morceau for the ſtage. 

When belles write comedies, and beaux have wit, 

The Prologue too the ſprightly an muſt hit; 

Flippant and ſmart in careleſs eaſy rhymes, 

Reflect the gayeſt colours of the times, 

— bike, on faſhion's air muſt live, 

And, like that too, each varying tint muſt give. 

[Returning to the papers 2 2 again to addreſs 
uthor. 


This ls achs (paufing)—Can't you contrive 


to 
To thirty lines, ſome airy baggatelle 7 
Or take your ſubject from ſome modiſh ſcenes 
* Elections“ —** Camps — ! Electrical machines? 
That thought's not bad — Why then ſuppoſe you try, 
In metaphor—the houſe t'electrify. * 
Wind the canducting ſtrai 


The mild efluvia's genial influence, 


fill the N powerful charge that draws. 
Br —— Arn 


From | 
Or if lach potent virtue can't controul. 
The angry Critic's nen- electric ſoul, | Wo 
The Ladies court—The light'ning of whoſe-eyes,, 
The apt alluſion readily ſupplies.— 
From thoſe bright orbs th* æthereal beam that plays, 
Will blaſt the Critic thorn, but the bays. 
Semething like this ma me neat terſe thing, 
With a few imirks—and {miles—and bows from King. 
[ To. the Audience. ] 
Mean time the want of form for once forgive, 


PROLOGUE 
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Eg FT FL 0 © U 2 
To THE 


GENEROUS IMPOSTOR. 
Spoken by Miſs FAAAE x. 


ö 

| 
0 1 | 
L like the bee, from flow'r. to flow'r muſt roam ; 
| Oh fulſome repetition ! nauſeous home ! ] 
© horrid, odious boar! Oh £ 1. ] 
il Alas! poor bee, quite ſmother'd in the honey! 
4 . I 
| 4 
il ? 
* | E 

5 piques your jealouſy, your pride, 

Her charms return, — 8 a 
| g 
| t 
1 'B 
| B 
| * 
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To gain my man for better and for worſe, 
And tharin g his affection, ſhare his , 
' "Twas juſt what every prudent girl do; 


Oh! I felt all my part from top to toe. 

But to forſake the wretch in his diſtreſs ; 

Nay more, the black ingratitude profeſs : 

Fie, Mr. Author, it exceeds all fable, 

"Tis painting angels in a robe of ſable. 

Nature, *tis true, . the ſex's dower, 

But forms us generous, as ſhe gives us . 

ancere ; 


Our end's to „ In that we're all | | 
At ef Cf ck Lon 1 


— — 


FG KK DO 2 W20 
T © 
r © Þ © WW © 


HAT, more forc'd humour, and unmeaning 
mirth? 


Shall folly only give to laughter birth? 
Muſt more deaf gentry court your ion? 
Fellows who cannot hear their own ion. 


Better at once decree the ſtage be dumb, | 
Nor write French farces, nor re-write Tom Thumb. 
Nor actor then could make the critic ſurly, 
All would be perfect, like my Lord Burleigh ; 
No Bard again with wretched ſtuff could bore ye, 
But hold, to prove the point I'll tell a ſtory. 
Once on a time—it hits the caſe exact. 
Neo—now's the time, and fo I'll tell a fact. 
In theſe choice days of gen'ral reformation, 
A certain deafneſs runs thro? half the nation. 
Should ſome proud Peer a ſinecure inherit, 
Highly he talks of independence, ſpirit; 
But ſhould the public bid reſign, be free, 
What is't they ſay—he cries—do they ſpeak to me? 
And if all parties roar, ſecede, ſecede, 
Why then his Grace is very deaf indeed. 
| Yet times there are, our contradictions ſuch, 
© When want of hearing may aſſiſt us much. 


If, 
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If, while the Colonel's forward tale is told, 
My Lady Thi 
Bleſs me, how 
That 


would affect a cold, 

ge! I cannot hear a word, 

prudent deafneſs would befriend my Lord. 

His Lordſhip too, in ſpite of kind advice, 

He could by no means hear the rattling dice : 

If no dud opens — Rand, 

His fame might tumble, but his oaks would ftand. 1 

If ſmiling Miſs too, ſomewhat hard of hearing, 

Should loſe a little of her lover's fwearing ; 

If, when he talk'd of vows, ſhe anſwer ; 

If, when he mentioned Scotland, ſhe cried—no ; 

. tho? the ſwain were _ underſtood, 
Lady's fortune might be full as good. 

Suppoſe I do but he, the tribe 

Lord, what fargetae | what bailing! what = pother 
, what 1 ing! what a 

How ſhould we ſtare and gri —— 

But ſoft, let wiſer heads points diſcuſs, 

On no account I'd have you deaf to us. N 


— 


— 


eF EO L OG U E 
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LADY CRAVEN*'s Coup or THE 
MINIATURE PICTURE. 


WRITTEN BY MR. SHERIDAN, 
And ſpoken by Mr. KINO. 


QIP by rough gales, while yet reluQtant 


* 
Wich-holds the beauties of the vernal day; 
As ſome fond maid, whom matron frowns reprove, 
Suſpends the ſmile her heart devotes to love ; 
The ſeaſon's pleaſures too delay their hour, 
And winter revels with protracted pow'r : 
Then blame not, critics, if, thus late, we bring 
A winter's drama—but reproach—the ſpring. 
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What prudent Cit dares yet the ſeaſon truſt, 

Baſk in his whiſkey, 2 enjoy the duſt ? 

Hors'd in Cheaplſide, ſcarce yet the ſpark 
Atchieves the Sunday triumph of the Park: 
Scarce yet you ſee him, dreading to be late, 
Scour the New Road, and daſh thro' Groſvenor- Gate, 
Anxious —and fearful too—his fleed to ſhew, 

The hack'd B us of Rotten-Row ! 

Careleſs he ſeems, yet, vigilantly fly, 

Woos the firay glance of ladies 
While his off heel, inſidiouſly 
Provokes the caper which he 1 — to chide: 
Scarce rural Kenſington due honour gains, 
The vulgar verdure of her walk remains, | 
Where white-rob'd maſſes amble two by two, 
Nodding to booted beaux—** How-do, how-do?“ 
With generou —＋ > 7 gr that — wait, 
< How vaſtly full! a'n't you comewvaſtly late? 

Isn't it quite charming? When do you leave town? 
* A*n't you — Prop, can can we ſet you down ?” 
Theſe ſuburb — the cold _ May, 

Imperfect we v. 
But if this plea's denied, in our excuſe : 


Another ſtill remains, you can't refuſe ; 
It is a lady write hark—a noble muſe ! 
But fee a critic ſtarting from his bench 
«« A noble author?” Yes, Sir; but the play's not 
French : 

Vet if it were, no blame on us could fall, 
For we, you know, muſt follow Faſhion's call: 
And true it is, things lately were zn Tx ain, 
aw the Gallic — F o9w 1y/ ry-lane; 

ot to am a foreign elves, 
But treat ö Fr rench actors —in ourſelves : 
A friend we had, who vow'd he'd make us ſpeak 
Pure flippant French—by contract —in a week; 
Told us twas time to dudy what was . 
Poliſh, and leave off —1 underſtood, 
That crouded audiences we thus might bring 
To Monſieur Parſons, and Chevalier LES 
O: ſhould the vuigars grumble now and 1 


Tue prompter might tranſlate for country gentlemen. 
Straight 
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Straight all ſubſcrib'd—Kings, gods, mutes, finger, 


Sold what he never dealt in, and th' amount 

firſt di d, fubmitted his account: 

And what th' event? Their induſtry was ſuch, 
Dodd yo good Flemiſh, Bannifter bad Dutch. 
Then the rogue told us, with inſulting eaſe, 

So it was foreign, it was ſure to pleaſe : 

Beaux, wits „as faſhion ſhould command, 
And miſſes lau ſeem to underſtand 

So from each our ſoil may ſomething pain ; 
Manhood from Rome, and ſprightlineſs from Spain; 
Some Ruſſian Roſcius next delight the age, 

And a Dutch Heine! fkate along the ſtage. 

Exotic ies, hail! whoſe flatt'ring ſmile 
Supplants the fterner virtues of our iſle! 

Thus, while with Chineſe firs and Indian pines 
Our nurs'ries ſwarm, the Britiſh oak decline: : 


This is You Houſe—and move—the gentleman 
withdraw : 
Then ſhall they vote, with envy never ceaſing, 


Your 1iNFLUENCE HAS TNCREAS'D, and 15 i- 


CREASING. 
But there, I truſt, the reſolution's finiſh'd ; 
Swe none will ſay—1T OUGHT T0 BE DIMINISH'D. 


EPILOGUE 
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T 0 


LADY CRAVEN's Coup or THE 
MINIATURE PICTURE: 


Spoken by the Hon. Mrs. HoBarr, at New- 
bury ; and by Mrs. AB1xsG TON, at Drury-lane. 


Written by Mr. JEKYLL. 


HE men, like ts of the Turkiſh kind, 
Have long our ſex's energy confin'd ; 

In full dreſs black, and bows, and folemn ſtalk, 
Have long monopoliz'd the Prologue's walk. 
But ſtill the flippant — was ours; 
It aſked for gay ſupport—the female powers; 
It aſk'd a flirting air, coquet and free; 
And fo to murder it, they fix'd on me. 

Much they miſtake my talents—I was born 
To tell, in ſobs and fighs, ſome tale forlorn ; 
To wet my handkerchief with Juliet's woes, 

Or tune to Shore's deſpair my tragic noſe. 

Yes, Gentlemen, in education's ſpite, 

You ſtill ſhall find that we can read and write; 
Like you, can ſwell a debt or a debate, 

Can quit the card-table to ſteer the ſtate z 

Or bid our Belle Afemblee's rhet' ric flow, _ 
To drown your dull declaimers at Soho. 
Methinks e'en now I hear my ſex's tongues, 
The ſweet, ſmart melody of female lungs ! 

The ſtorm of queſtiop, the diviſion calm, 

With Hear her! Hear her! Mrs. Speaker, Ma'am ! 
Oh, Order! Order!” —Kates and Suſans riſe, 

And Margaret moves, and Tabitha replies. 

Look to the Camp—Coxheath and Warley Common, 
Supplied at leaſt for ev'ry tent a woman. 

The cartridge-paper wrapt the billet-doux, 
The rear and picquet form'd the rendezvous. 
The drum's ſtern rattle ſhook the nuptial bed; 
The knapſack pillow'd Lady Sturgeon's head. 
| 9 


Love 
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Love was the watch-word, *till the morning fife 

Rous'd the tame Mayor and his warlike wite. 
Look to the ſtage. THY example draws 

2 cauſe. 

So fade the trium 244 wan! 

And would you, » but complete my plan, 

Here ſhould ye ſign ſome Patriot Petition 

To mend our conſtitutional condition. 

The men invade our ri mimic elves 

Liſp and nickname God's creatures, like ourſelves; 

Rouge more than we do, ſimper, flounce, and fret, 

And they coquet, good Gods! how they coquet ! 

They too are coy ; and monſtrous to relate; 

Their's is the coyneſs in a ##te-a-7#te. 

Yes, Ladies, yes, I could a tale unfold, 

Would harrow up your—cuſhions ! were it told; 

mane 2008 INS curls, = -p ©. 

At griefs grievances, as I cou em. 

But ſuch eternal blazon muſt not ſpeax 

Beſides, the Houſe adjourns ſome day next week. 

This fair Committee ſhall detail the reſt, 

Then let the monſters (if they dare) proteſt ! 


— 


— 
— 


1e WU IE 


1 


HUMOURS or an ELECTION. 
WRITTEN BY MR. PILLON. 


Spoken by Mr. WIISsox. 


EFORE we the Town I wiſh to ſound, 
And canvaſs for your votes and int*reſt round: 
o bribes I bring to influence VOICE, 


Our Candidate aims at being Freedom's choice ; 
If unſucceſsful, he aſſures this borough, 
He'll call no critic ſcrutiny to-morrow z 
The public judgment, he abides with awe, 
And owns your right to give the drama law. 
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Sir Liftleſs Lounge, with well - bred —— declares, 

He dreads encount' ring your election bears; | 

What with the toil of canvaſſing, he vows, 

And making ſpeeches when one's in the Houſe, 

So much of rights and hberties they rave, 

In theſe free itates a _ A c—_— flave ! 

« Oh! keep one borough, ſays Paddy, to ſpare, 

« To ve Captain Moor a bit of a ſhare, * 

„He bate four ſhips, joy, before he took one; 

„ And he and I came from the very ſame town.” 

May we, unblam'd, with Humour's lighteſt wing, 

Thus touch the ſurface of pure Freedom's ſpring. 

To treat of liberty, in our weak lays, 

Is placing foil behind the diamond's blaze. 

Oh, may our arms, to that bright gem reſtore, 

The ſplendor which it boaſted long before ! 

Nor need we ſoon deſpair to ſee that day, 

When vengeance ſhall foul treachery repay, 

Since — commands, and Tarleton leads the 
ray. 

Then Peace once more ſhall rear her angel head, 

Bright as the Phoenix, from her burning bed. 


FM oO HW GG Wc 
TO THE 


FEMALE CAPTAIN, 
Spoken by Mr. PALMER. 


| Y critic ſtorms, how many veſſels toſt, 

B Have on the drama's dangerous ſeas been loſt ! 
hough mann'd with heroes of old Gr->ce and Rome, 

The boatſwain's eubifle has pronounced their doom. 

In vain grave ſenates here in council ſit, 

If paper ſnow aſſail the angry pit, 

Nor Alexander's ſelf dare meet your rage, 

When oranges and apples ſtrew the ſtage ; 

C 2 


And 


OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE 
TO THE TRAGEDY OF 
KING RICHARD Tas THIRD. 
[Lately repreſented by ſome Gentlemen, for the Amuſe- 
ment of their Friends at SupBuryY.] 
Written and ſpoken by Mr. J. F. 
Idee. 


E' en from the to the kitchen's hoſt, 
can't be ſtrange, that we in miniature 
1 5 . N 

a . 

To fronce that mull awhile their peace defray. 
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As this wis age a ſanction gives to Plays, 
We chuſe the ftory of third Richard's dzys ; 
Bring forth that monſter to your public fight, 
Whoſe life was ſorrow and whoſe death delight ; 
Yet, tho? too late, with pleaſure here we 
This Tyrant in the day of glory fell ! 

The Villager, whoſe 
Is fweet Content, ( ittle more) 
Will riſe at morn to aid THaT pleaſing wealth, 
Which Nature gave him when ſhe gave him health; 
hai den ts reatnn bam. 2 
Denote his daily labour ſhould be done, | 
Home to bis cot he'll fly with heart-felt glee, 
And bleſs his offspring, while they kiſs his knee; 
Salutes his mate, then to the healthy bed 
Of ftraw he and reſts ſecure his head. 
Thus in a barn fair Peace will ſhelter find, 
When driv'n by envy from th* ambitious mind. 

[ ado am cel your anne A pear, 
Muſt beg my life d year, 
That (from conviction of my errors paſt) 
I may reform, and gain your ſmiles at laft. 
Perhaps in Romes | a lingnk may , 
Who ſtands appall'd, when Juliet's corpſe he ſees ; 
Or elſe a Shylock, whoſe harſh notes reſound, 
«© Produce the ſcales, to take of fleſh one pound: 
«« Moſt righteous judge! a ſentence! Come, pre- 

— . 


Yet find I muſt not touch a ſingle hair! 

Then a faint image of Othello's roar ; 

Villain! be ſure you prove my love a whore :*? 

And (ere too late) my principles ſhew clear, 

In one night's 8 of Orwar's Pierre. 

Here then I'll top, requeſting to the end, 

The greateſt our from the ſlighteſt friend. 
And if it be no ſacrilege to name, | 

In this addrefs, three men, all dear to Fame, 

Our wiſh is to begin with Fox's fire, 

Proceed like CnaTAHAu, and like Bus retire. 
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e 


BR. 


LICHARD vas THIK 


WRITTEN BY ]. r. 


And ſpoken by Ricamonod, entering with 
his Sword drawn. 


* 


in our 

who late a repreſent, 
Was bound to Aye and No laſt Parliament; 
Yet, thinking ſtill to hold that ſeat, cauſe Fame, 
For ſome GREAT TRIFLE, once had heard his name, 
reſum'd to aſk the ſuffrages of thoſe, 

Freedom he for fix years did oppoſe. 
No!“ cry'd a ſage, who oft had lent his aid 
To Liberty, and honour'd ev'n its ſhade ; 
% Na! if you beg my Vote for Virtue's cauſe, 
And when you've gain'd it, trample on her laws ; 
Which you have done ; again you merit not 
That voice, whoſe honeft purpoſe you forgot.” F 


/ 


Sage, If promiſes ſo fair, 
ime gi all chang'd like April air 
expert "twill be the sEconD's 


3 - 
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And while my labour muſt their vices fee, 
My — Sell 6 what wrongs the eye doth ſee.” 


Here the whole Town, by Wiſdom's voice made bold, 


Ah! ſee ſweet Peace appear! Curs'd fiend + away! 

Id ou og 7 

AN t,. till JusTIc thee unſheath, 
Howovs yield to thee her wreath. 


P RR Q@ HL 0: 6 W. & 
TO THE 


CHAPTER or ACCIDENTS, 
WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, 280. 


Spoken by Mr. PALNuER. 


ONG has the paſſive tage, howe er abſurd, 
Been rul'd by zames, and govern'd by a word, 
poor cant term, like magic ſpells can awe, 
And bind our realms like a dramatic law. 
When Fielding, Humour's fav'rite child, 


Low was the word—a word each author fear'd ! 


Till chac'd at an 5 
n e e = — tad 
And Goldimith's genius ba in open 2e. 

No beggar, howe'er poor, a cur can lack 3 
Poor bards, Lorton 
One yelper filenc'd, twenty barkers riſe, 
And with new howls, their ſaarli 8 
Low baniſh'd, the- word ſentiment een 
And at that frine the modern plyurig 
Hard fate ! but let each wou'd- 


That /entiments from genuine feelings Br 
| ® hooking at his watch, 4 Throws away his ſword. 
Critics 
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Critics! in vain declaim, and write, and rail; 


A Governor, with av*rice not difgrac'd ; 
An humble Prieſt! a Lady, and a lover 
* of virtue, fome of it runs over. 

0 


Mrote by a woman too! the Muſes now 


Few liberties to naughty men allow ; 
But like old maids on earth, reſolv'd to vex, 
With cryel coyneſs treat the other ſex. 


. A —_— —_— — — 


JJC 


1 


nner FRISES 
WRITTEN BY MR. PILLON, 


Spoken by Mr. Lzz LES, in the Cha- 
rater of a Lottery-Office Keeper. 
[Enters, reading a Play-bill.] 
HE Liverpool Prize! what are theſe folks ftill on 
The cranyy Geaknd gall Latent and Dion 
fs 


I fold 


* 


% 
% 
- 
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| nn — 4 A 
| Aye, prizes out number, "tween me 
| a r 


Vsgaesch! here am 17 . 
No wonder that, in this ſatyric 
Here markſman Wit ſhoots at — 
N 
Why even this I cou'd f 
mung D Gre ie en 
at t 
Mik the Giants ! from the eartick 4 


All the World's a 
. Had ol Oe eres GO II EY Play'rs. by 
Did Shakeſpear's us light the 2 day, 
All the World's a ry, I'm ſure, he'd ſay. 
2 but a deep ſcheme which tries | 
0 your a ? f 
eo ö 
For Death and the Doctor all the prizes ſhare. 
We fix a number in a Wife, 
And without luck we draw a blank for life ; : 
> Unleſs, indeed, we take the well-bred courſe, | * 
Y en/are, at Doctors Commons, by diverce. | 
« The State by all's a Lottery allow 
2 you know—'Sdeath I'm toe 


II prin Lot 
tate 

\ Linde wy oy with a diſmal face, * 

Who wou'd — his caſe ? 

If he thinks I will, our Poet here is bit, 


I never fign a policy on wit. 
| [ Addreſfing the Audience, 
| Here is the only office can ſecure him, 
If you approve, the Town will then inſure him. 


| 


| 


89 
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. n 


LAW Or- LOMB AR D . 
WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR, 


Spoken by Mr. FARR EN. 


ARD is the taſk in modern days to chuſe 
Congenial ſubjects for the Tragic Muſe! 
hiſtorian's , the fertile epic ſtore, 

Were known, ranſack'd centuries before: 
Like luſcious gardens, uninclos'd they lay, 
To every ſaunt'ring Bard an eaſy prey- 
enter'd, and, as taſte impell'd, they fed, 

ſome, and ſome on Hollingſhead. 


Then thick with plots the crowded tale was ſown, 
»Till the divided boſom felt for none; 

They fear'd no cenſures of a frowning Pit, 
That judg'd as looſely as the Authors writ.” 
But we, who poſted in Time's tardy rear, 

Before a learn'd Tribunal now appear, 

With anxious art a fable muſt deſign, 

Where probability and intereſt join; 
Where time and place, and action, all agree 
To violate no ſacred unity. 

And thus each candid Critic muſt confeſs 
The labour greater, and indulgence leſs: 


. + 
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When ſuch the taſk, the wonder is to meet, 
Not many pi bad, but one 


But now, a Bard, who touch'd your hearts before, 
Again ſalutes you from a neighbouring ſhore. 


ghbouring 
ir the his | 
Fu'd by g_—_ gave his early lays, 


He ſtands again a 
Not frem your former favour dares foreſee 
FD 

ut if his virgin palm was fairly won, 

And this next courſe with equal vigour's run 

Now join to bind his freſher on. 

He fears no jaundic'd rival's envious breath, 

The hands which twin'd, will ftill preſerve the wreath. 


— — __ 


C... 


3 


LAW or LOMB AR D x. 
WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR, 


Spoken by Miſs Younce. 


F all the Gothic laws I ever beard, 
This Lombard Law was ſure the moſt abſurd ; 
! could the monſters mean to make us die, 


— — 


loſe our huſbands and our fame, 
and a maiden names 
and her charms remain, 
— Nv ny 
'chough theſe Golicks have of la common, 
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3 


Commend me to 


— 


hon — 


1111 l 
e 


121 


* 


PROLOGUE 
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T & TT 8-20 


BELLE'S STRATAGEM. 


¶ Speaks without. ] 
AKE way—make way, good folks! I muſt appear : 
rer. 


Fre 


from their T tragic Queens ; 
There's Harlequin, and Punch, and Banquo's Ghoſt, 
all the ſoldi i 's conquꝰ ring hoſt; 
Richard's troops—nay, honeſt Bayes's too, 


reView. 


they gave it vent : 

There, there's a part! juſt two lines and a letter 
And mine, cry'd one, is rather worſe than better; 
I'm three times doubled—twice I'm deaf and dumb, 
Nod, ſmile, bow round, look grave—or bite my thumb ; 
The third—a miracle! hke Bacon's head 
Utter three words —and thoſe three words are lead. 

You prumble! ſaid a third, then I ſhould rave; 
A pare like mine, no author ever gave : 
A I'm titled ; and, to ſpeak out plain, 
Few on theſe boards could oy oy well ſuſtain 
The grace and proper attion of a Peer, 
The eaſe, the loll, the ſhrug, the careleſs ſncer. 
But tho? our author thinks in wiſe debate, 
In ſenate ſeated, on affairs of ſtate 
I might hold in her curſed play, 
The deuce a word am I allow'd to ſay ; 
Or rather 'd, like other folks we know, 


Between two barren adverbs— Ae, and Ne. 

*Tis thus we're ſerv'd, when ſaucy women write; 
Grant me, ye Gods, no more to ſee the night, 
When Lady-writers croud our Covent 
Ye other Gods, aſſiſt my mighty rage! 


3 


Anothes 


— — ——— 
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Another cries, Why, friend, ſome folks are out ; 
About a Comedy make all this rout ! 
A Pantomime indeed, twere ſenſe and reaſon ; 
They bring the chink, boys—they'll run thro a ſeaſon. 


A Comedy yawn its nine nights through, 
„ 


And told how monftrouſly they 

The Town is thank'd, for having thewn it's take, 

In clapping, bravoin 

auth t. “ Pray, Sir, make haſte! 
Pro isn't worth a pin.“ 

» Mr. Wild? then I'll goin. 

me, each ſucceeding day, 

To damn ho Avite—der ed? foor bar play. 


SE FF 1 © OG U TE 
To THe 
BELLESSTRATAGE NM. 


AY, ceaſe, and hear me! I am come to ſcold ! 
—Whence this n 1 


Lady Bab, or Grace, 
e 


Doth Pride and Envy, with their horrid lines, 

Deſtroy th' effect of Nature's ſweet defi 

— The maſk of /oftne/5 is at once apply'd, 
manners ornament the Bride. 
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Do thoughts too free inform the Veſtal's eye, 
Or point the glance, or warm the ftruggling ſigh ? 
Not Dian's brows more rigid looks diſcloſe, 
And Virtue's bluſh appears where paſſion glows. by 
tr o the Pit.] N 
And you, my gentle Sirs, wear vizors too; | 
But here I'll ſtrip ye, and expoſe to view 
Your hidden features.—Firſt, I point at you. 


29 to the counter 
* buſineſs I am going—rot the man, 
To give me all this plague! but no one can 

<< In trade e er riſe without care and trouble ; 
Remember this, or you'll be made a bubble.” 
Then fteal into a hack, and leave the city, 

. To be a bubble—to your ſmirking Kitty. 

Sure tis enchantment ! ſee from ev'ry fide 

, Your maſks fall off—in charity I hide 
D ruſhing on my view ;— 
ear not there, Grand-papa—nor you—nor * 
Sein tine to ex ortns, 
Not one amongſt ye'd know his friend or brother. 
"Tis plain then all the world, from youth to age,. 
Appear in maſks—here only, on the ſtage, 
S 

Our wiſh to pleaſe admits of no diſguiſe. 


. D 2 PROLOGUE 
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I R E N E. 


E glitt'ring train ! whom lace and velvet bleſs, 
Suſpend the ſoft ſolicitudes of dreſs ; 
From grov'ling buſineſs and ſuperfluous care, 


Ve ſons of avarice ! a moment ſpare : 
Vot'ries of fame and worſhippers of pow'r ! 


Diſmiſs the hantoms for an hour. 
Our daring bard 
Spreads wide the mrghty 


Learn here how heav'n ſupports 


All elſe is empty ſound, and idle ſhow. | 

If truths like theſe with pleaſing language join ; 
Ennobled, yet unchang'd, if nature ſhane : 
If no wild dravght depart from reaſon's rules, 
Nor gods is heroes, nor his lovers fools : 


p 
Be this at leaft his praiſe ; be this his pride ; 


witlings 
Studious to pleaſe, yet not aſham' d to fail. 
He ſcorns the meek addreſs, the ſuppliant ſtrain, 
With merit necdieſs, and without it vain. 
In reaſon, nature, truth, he dares to truſt : 
Ye fops be filent ; and ye wits be juſt. 


THe 
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Tur PICTURE or a PLAYHOUSE; 


o R, 
BUCKS HAVE AT YE ALL. 


Whanrur har, in —— 
er diſpers'd, in merry groups ye ſit: 
below ye glide the glitt'ring ſcene, 

Or in the u ions oft have been; 

Ye Bucks altembl'd at your Ranger's call, 
Damme, I know ye—and have at ye all. 
The motive here that ſets our Bucks on fire, . 
The gen'rous wiſh, the firſt and laſt deſire; 


If you will its eccho to renown, 
Or urg'd with fury tcar the benches down ; 


Tis fall the ſame—to one bright goal we haſte, 
To ſhew your judgment and approve your taſte. 
*Tis not in nature for ye to be quiet, 

No, damme, Bucks exiſt but in a riot. 


For inſtance: now—to pleaſe the ear and charm the ad- 


mĩring crowd, 
299 o'th* boxes ſneer and talk aloud : 
o the green box next with joyous {| ou run, 
— 4 1 ho! my Bucks! well — the fun ?- 
p eſj 1j $——ÞÞregardleſs of the play, 

Ve lau and loll — tly away: „ 
_—_—_ 175 merit; ek 

„ damme, it's „ it's vulgar—beneath us lads of 
Your Bucks o'th* pit are miracles of learning, ( ſpirit. 
Who point out faults to ſhew their own diſcerning ; 
And critic-like beſtriding martyr'd ſenſe, 
Proclaim their genius and vaſt conſequence. 
The fide long row, whoſe keener views of bliſs,. 
Are chiefly center'd in ſome favourite miſs ; 
A ſet of jovial Bucks who here reſort, 
Fluſk from the tavern, reeling ripe for ſport : 
Wak'd from their dream oft join the gen'ral roar, 
With bravo, bravo braviſſimo, et damme, encore, 
Or ſkipping that behold another row, 
Supply'd by citizens or ſmiling beau ; 
Addrefing miſs, whoſe cardinal protection, 
Keeps her quite ſafe from ranc'rous detraction: 

D 3 Whaſe 
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Whoſe lively eyes beneath a down-drawn hat, 

ire hint the loves a li u know what. 

Ye Bucks above who range like gods at large, 

Nay pray don't grin, but liſten to your charge. 
You who _ to — ſcene 4 raillery, 
And out-talk players in the upper gallery : 

On there's a 1 and one o'th* ſprightly ſort, 

I don't mean , you've no features for't. 
Who lily & to hidden ftation, 3 
While players follow their vocation, [cation. 
Whiſtle, off, of off? Noſee, Roaſt Beef—there*s edu- 
Now I've explor'd this mimic world quite thro? 
And ſet each country's little faults to view: 

In the right ſenſe receive the well meant jeſt, 

And the moral ſtill within your breaſt ; 
Convinc'd I'd not in heart or tongue offend, 
Your hands acquit me, and I've gain'd my end. 


— 3 ——_— 
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Ds. LAST IN HIS CHARIOT, 
BY MR CARRICK. 


Spoken by Mr. Foorx. 


OUR ſervants, kind maſters, from bottom to top, 
Be afſur'd, while I breathe, or can 


ed to Bitte a 
Be you pleas'd to 6 oo gre , 
Be whatever you pleaſe, Pm your moſt humble. 


As to laugh is a right only given to man, 

To 4 that right is my pride and my plan. 

Fair ladies don't frown, I meant women too 
What's common to man, muſt be common to — 
— * a Sh your ſweet muſcles to 

rom the irking prude, to the titt'ri 

And ever with pleaſure my brains I could ſpin, Teirl; 
To make you all giggle, and you, ye gods, grin, 

In this preſent ſummer, as well as the laſt, 


To your favour again we preſent Dr. Laſt, 


Who, 


— — 
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Should his noſtrums of hip, and of vapours but cure ye, 
His chariot he well can deſerve, I aſſure ye; * 
"Tis to ſet up a chariot in town, 
And eafier ſtill is that chariot laid down. 
He petitions by me both as Doftor and Lover, 
| That you'll not ſtop his wheels or his chariot tip over 
» Fix ham well I beſeech you, the worſt on't wou'd be, 
Should you overturn him, you may overſet me. 


PROLOGUE 
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PR O L O G U E 


To THE 


' TRIP TO SCOTLAND. 


P@sSTILION. 


by Curio, in the Habit of 2. 
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EF 35 ow OO To WD 


TO THE 

O R P 1 N ; 
| On, THE 
UNHAPPY MARRIAGE, 


OU*VE ſeen one Orphan ruin'd here; and I 


EE BEE & i & 
TH YT 5 


FAO TR DF RM ITRN 
Spoken by Mrs. BxactcinDLE. 


O U fee the tripping dame could find no favour ; 
Dearly ſhe for breach of behaviour, 
could her loving huſband's — 
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Italian ladies lead but ſcurvy lives, 
There's dreadful dealing with eloping wives; 


Thus tis, becauſe theſe huſbands are obey d 
By force of laws, which for themſelves they made. 
With tales of old iptions they confine 


right of -rule to their male line, 
And huf, and domaneer, by right divine. 
Had we the pow'r, we'd make the tyrants know 
What *tis to fail in duties whick owe ; 
We'd teach the ſaunt'ring *ſquire who loves to roam, 


The plodding petty-fogger, and the cit, 
Have learn' 1 3 
Each ill-bred ſenſeleſs rogue, though ne er ſo dull, 


32 dence to think his wife a fool; 
- 2 night, where merry wags reſort, 
With joking clubs, and eighteen- penny 3 
While ſhe, poor ſoul's contented to 
a fad ſea-coal fire, with wigs and | 
tribe find grace, 
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P20 Þ SS SW 


TO THE TRAGEDY OF 


R C 


BY MR. GARRICE., 


Spoken by Mrs. BuLKxELEY. 


HO' I'm a 1 
For us in Epilogue, to your favour, 
Yet now I take the lead - and leaving art 
And envy to the men — with a warm 
A woman here I come — to take a woman's part. 
nnn 
I come the friend and champion of my ſex; 


P 1. 


Mount the high horſe we can, and make long f| ; 
Nay, and wi On: 
And why not wear *em ?—We ſhall have your votes, 
While ſome of t'other ſex wear petticoa 
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TO THE TRAGEDY OF 


P E R C Y. 
BY MI. GARRICK., 


And ſpoken by Mr. Lzz Lewes. 


MUST, will my dreſs and air 

Announce the of Fafpion, not the Player ; 
? gentlemen are now forbid the ſcenes, 

Yet have I ruſt'd thro? Heroes, Kings, and Queens; 
Reſoly'd, in pity, to this poliſh'd age, 

To drive —— hnouee from whe Bage— 
To drive the deer with hound and horn, 


To offer to your fes ſuch taftele/; fare? 


r 
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Is Danglas, or is Percy, fir'd with paſſion ? 
r death to daſh on, 

Fit company for modery ſtill- life ven of 2. 

Such madneſs will our hearts but ſlightly graze, 
We've no ſuch frantic nobles now-a-days. 

Could we believe old ſtories, thoſe ſtrange fellows 
Marry'd for love could of their wives be jealous —— 
Nay, conſtant to em to—and, what is worſe, 

The vulzar ſouls thought cuckoldom a curſe. 

Moſt wedded pairs had then one purſe, one mind, 
One bed too ſo prepoſterouſly join'd—— 

From ſuch harbarity (thank heaven) were refin'd. 
Old ſcngs their happineſs at home record, 

From home they ſeparate carriages abhorr'd— 

One horſe ſerv d both - Lady rode behind my Lord. 
Twas death alone could ſnap their bonds aſunder —— 
Now tack*d fo ſlightly, zot to ſuap's the wonder. 

Nay, death itſelf cou'd not their hearts divide, 

They mix'd their love with monumental pride ; 

For cut in ſtone, they ſtill lay fide by fide. 

But why theſe Gothic anceſtors ace ? 

Why ſcour their ruſty armours? What's the uſe? 
*Twould not your _ much regale, 

To ſee us Beaux bend u coats of mail; 

Should we our limbs with iron doublets bruiſe, 

Good Heeven ! how much court-plaiſter we ſhould uſe! 
We wear no armour no - but on our ſhoes. 

Let not with barbariſm true taſte be blended, 

Old vulgar virtues cannot be defended. 

Let the dead ret—we living can't be mended. 


CN 
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BATTLE OF HASTINGS, 
BY RICHARD CUMBERLAND, ESQ. 
Spoken by Mr. HexDErs0N. 


O Holy Land in Superſtitions Day, 
T When bare-foot _ —— way, 
By 


By Mother Church's 
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Scourg'd into grace, with red and raw 
ing demure before the ſacred ſhrine, 

On the hard flint they begg'd the boon divine ; 

Pardon for what offending fleſh had done ; 

And pity for the long, long courſe they'd run; 
Fines, pains and penalties, ſecurely paſt, | 
* Forgiveneſs met their pray'r at laſt; 
Full Abſolution from conceding Rome, 
Cancell'd all fin, paſt, preſent, and to come. 

Your Poet thus profanely led aſide, 

To range o'er Tragic without a guide, 
Tv pick, perhaps with no invidious aim, 

A few caſt fallings from the Tree of Fame: 
Damn'd, tho' untry'd, by the deſpotic rule 

Of the ſtern Doctors in Detraction's School: 
Laſh'd down cach column of a public page, 

And driv'n o'er burnin 
Be-rhim'd, be-ridicuPd with 
Sues out a from his P 
Penſive he ſtands in tential weeds, 
With a Roſary of untold beads ; 
Sentenc'd for paſt offences to rehearſe, 

Ave Apollos to the God of Verſe ; 

And ſure there's no one but an Author knows 
The penance which an Author u . 

If then your Worſhips a few ftripes award, 
Let not Beadles lay them on too hard; 
For in world there's not a thing fo thin, 
So full of feeling, as your Poet's ſkin : | 
What if, perchance, he ſnatch'd a playful kiſs 
From that free-hearted Romp, the Comic Miſs; 
That frolick's he's turn'd to years of grace, 
And a young Sinner now ſupplies his place. 

Sure you'll not 4 little ſober chat 
With this demure old tabby Tragic Cat; 
Ne charge lies here of converſation Crim. 
He hopes you'll think her fame no worſe for him. 


EPILOGUE 
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To THE 


BATTLE OF HASTINGS, 
BY RICHARD CUMBERLAND, ESQ, 
Spoken by Miſs Youxs. 


ROM ancient Theſpis to the preſent Age, 
The world hath oft been term'd a Public Stage ; 


thread-bare » which in its time 
Hath patch'd proſe, and heePd-piec'd many a 
rhame : 


Ev'n the grave pulpit ſometimes deigns to uſe 
The emphatic terms of the proſcribed Mule ; 
Calls birth our entry, death our exit calls, 
And at life's cloſe exclaims—the Curtain falls; 
And ſo concludes upon the Drama's plan, 
That fretting, ſtruttinggdhort-hour Actor, Man. 
Are wwe all Attors then ?P—Y cs, all from Adam; 
And Attreſſes ?*—I apprehend fo, Madam: 
Some fill — caſt 2h grace, others with none; 
Some are ſhov'd off the ſtage, and ſome ſhov'd on; 
Some good, ſome bad, fall we all act a part, 
Whilſt we diſguiſe the language of the heart. 
Nature's plain taſte provides a fample treat, 
But Art, the Cook, ſteps in and mars the meat. 
The Comic Blade makes ridicule his teft, 
22 his tomb proclaims that life's a jeſt. 
he ſw rin „ in true Tragic caſt, 
Bellows hel ere el daggers 26 theriak. 
Whilſt clubs of neutral Petits-Maitres boaſt 
A kind of Opera Company at moſt; 
Whole dreſs, air, action, all is imitation, 
A poor, infipid, ſervile, French Tranſlation ; 
Whole tame dull ſcene glides uniform along, 
In Comi—Farci—Paſtoral—Sing—Song—- 
Till all awaken'd by the rattling die, 
Club Wits, and a—Modern Tragedy; 
A Tragedy, alas! good friends look round, 
What have we left to 2 Tragic ground F 
- 


Four 
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Four Authors leagu'd to ſhake the human ſoul, 
Unſheath the dagger, and infuſe the bowl ; 

At length deſcending to the leaſt, and laſt, 

We hope the terror of the time 1s paſt ; 

Full ſated now with battle, blood, and murder, 
England is conquer'd—Fate can reach no further; 
Bid then the weeping Pleiadi dry their eyes, 

And turn to happier ſcenes and brighter ſkies. 


ns 


EF SS LO OUR 
TO THE TRAGEDY OF 


_ L F R E D. 


Spoken by Mr. WrzouGnTON. 


O furniſh a new Prologue for each play, 

1 To dreſs the ſelf-ſame di a diff rent way, 
F.xhauſts the Poet's art; and ev'ry year 

Palates grow nicer, rarities more dear. 

The Cabinet who in the Green-Room fit, 

The ſecret junto of the realm of wit, 

In theſe hard times, refolv'd their ſtock to ſpare, 
And crib the Prologue from the bill of fare. 
Alfred on Engliſh ground alone may ftand, 

The darling hero of his native land: 

* No, no,* our Poet cry'd—* this is no time, 
Nor is it prudent now to ſave your rhime ; 

« Fir'd with my ſubjeR, I have raſhly dar'd, 
And you in Prologue ſhould protect your Bard: 
When my adventurous Muſe, indulg'd before, 
Now, vent'ring further, needs indulgence more; 
She dares to trace the workings of a mind, 

* The greateſt and the beſt of haman kind ; 

* Adjuſt its movements to dramatic plan, 

* And blend the god-like hero with the man.” 
The greater Alfred's fame, our Bard riſks more; 
Such weight the flying courſer never bore. 
Alfred! u hoſe life ſach ſtrange events adorn, 
That Hiſtory bcholds romance with ſcorn ; 


Him 
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Him to p here in his native land, 
Where ſtill his _——_—— 
gym his, who raſhly tried 
The burning chariot of the Sun to guide! 
Vet this from admiration roſe, 

Nor ſhould he in Alfred's kingdom foes 
He, who by temper led, not love of fame, 
Is the fond echo of your Hero's name. 


= T7 + SY G 1 E. 


TO THE 144068 
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6 F 2 E D: 
BY MR. GARRICK. EF IT 
Spoken by nr. 


U Bards of late, ic in their calling, 

2 Have ſcarce preſerv d one Heroine from 
hether the dame be widow, maid, or wife, 

She ſeldom from their hands with life : 

If this green cloth could ſpeak, would it not tell, 

Upon it's well-worn nap how oft I fell ? 

To death in various forms deliver'd up, 

Steel kills me one night, and the next the cup: 


The tra 1s as ſhort as certain ; 

With * this, 1 drops the curtain; 
* a better lite than I, 

For half is 1 


The learn'd diſpute, how 


Whilc others — 
The fair, tho? nervous, tragic tc 
Delights i in daggers, and the 
© 1 would not give a black-pi 
Unleſs in tenderneſs 1 


A OO” Co eee tes... 
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d deſpair, 1 
diſcovers ; 


— 
As down his cheeks runs trickling Nature's tide, 
«« Damn it— wiſh thoſe young ones had not dy d:“ 
from his 1 he 3—— 


part, 
Te in concert with the ſoldier's heart : 


ith this party ſide, - 
'S | have not tdy'd; 3 
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TO THE c o hy or THE 


8 U 1 C 1 D E. 


Spoken by Mr. PALMER. 


7 I'S now the reigning taſte with Belle and Beau, 
Their art and Kill in coachmanſhip to ſhew ; 
Nob contend who throws a whip the bel; 
From head to foot like hdackney-coachmen dreſs'd : 
Ducheſs and Peereſs too diſcard their fear, 
Penzes in front, my Lady in the rear. 
4 A female phaeton all danger mocks, 

 Hali-coat, half- petticoat, ſhe mounts the box; 

| Wrapt in a duſty whiriwind ſcours the plains, 
And cutting—yehv !— hiſtling - holds the reins, 


Happy, thrice happy, Britain, is thy ſtate, g 


In the ſeventeen hundred and ſeventy-eight, 
When each ſex drives at ſuch a furious rate. 
The modifh Artiſt, Playwright, or Coachmaker, 
In Grub-ftreet ſtarv'd, or thriving in Long-Acre ; 
T's ſuit the times, and tally with the — 4 
Muſt travel in the beaten turnpike-road ; 
Wherefore our crane-neck'd Manager 
32 Acts attempts to * ; 
3 | A fifth 


and death, no Lovers would I ſave, g | 
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A 6fth he fears you'd deem the Bard's 
A mere ffth wheel that would but ſtop 


the — 1 


Buggies, tim-whiſkies, or V15-4-Vis, 
Where two fit face to face, and knee to knee. 
What is a Piece in one ſhort Act compreſs d? 
A wheel-barrow, or Sulky at the beſt. 

A ſcale fo ſmall, the Bard would ſuffer fort; 


You'd ſay his Farce was like himſelf —too ſhort ; 


Yet anxious with your ſmiles his work to crown, 
In many a varied ſhape he courts the Town. 
Sometimes he drives—if Brother Bards implore ; 
Sometimes he in a P trots before, 
Or in an Epilogue gets up 1 

Happy in all, 55 o you appear but kind. 

IIis Lenicle to-day may none reproach, 

Nor take it for a hearſe, or mourning coach. 
"Tis true, a gloomy outſide he has wrought, 


That rather threatens — aught: 
Yet from black fun” LT ID rother Bayes, 
A nu banguet he 1 inten to raiſe. 

We do but jeft—poiſor in 
And thus ene Mercer to 
But if a well-tim'd — ſhould chance to ſave 
One Mercer from perdition and the grave, 

All Ludgate-Hill be; judge, it *twere not hard, 
Fel & / thould you bring in the Bard. 


— NO more 
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TO - DD GU B 
S . VU I C 1 D E. 
BY MR. GARRICK. 
Spoken by Miſs Faxxen. 


HE Critics ſay, and conſtantly repeat, 
That Woman acting Man“ s a filly cheat, 
That ev'n upon the Stage it ſhould not paſs ; 

To which 1 tay—a Critic is an aſs, 


With Two- act Pieces what machines agree? g 


2 r © 
-& 


6 A NEW COLLECTION oy 


As Man, woe Man we could net well deceive, 
But we, like modiſh Things, may make believe. 


Would it be thought I gave myſelf great airs, 
2 Manhood on a foot with their's ? 


| 15 14 e bp" 
What hair-breadth 3 


Is it a praze? He = 

— — — OW 
The IST ane rene polas. 
Was I not bold, ye fair, to undertake 

To tame that wildeſt animal—a Rake: 


If witen his blood boils o'er, your's bubbles too, 


Then all is loſt, and there's the Devil to do. 

Piff, puff, blown up at once the lover's part, 

He ſnaps his chain,—and madam—breaks her heart— 
puts out his torch, and Cupid blunts 2 

7 us ends the Farce, or Tragedy of love; 


— _— — 
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Then add kind looks, ſoft words, ſweet ſmiles—no pout, 
And take my word the flame will ne'er go out. 

Theſe, with good humour mix'd, the of life, 
Will be the beſt receipt for Maid or Wife. 


2 
a 


„ LL 0 © U - 
TO THE COMEDY OF THE 


VVV 
BY MR. GARRICK. 


And ſpoken by Mr. KI SG. 


HEN from the World departs a Son of Fame, 
W His deeds or works embalm his precious name; 
Yet not content, the Public call for Art, 
To reſcue from the tomb his mortal part; 

Demand the Painter's and M Sculptor's hand, 

To ſpread his mimic form throughout the land: 

A form, perhaps, which living, was neglected, 
And when it could not feel re reſpected. 

This night no buſt or picture claims your praiſe, 
Our claim*s ſuperior—we his Spirit raiſc : 

From Time's ſtore-houſe bring a long-loſt Play, 
And it from oblivion into day. 

t who the Author? Need I name the Wit, 
Whom Nature prompted as his Genius writ ; 
Truth ſmil'd on Fancy for each well-wrought tory, 
Where Characters live, act, and ſtand before ye. 


Suppoſe theſe Characters, various as they are, 

The Knave, the Fool, the worthy Wife, and Fair, 

For and again the Author pleading at your Bar. | 
Furſt pleads Tom 7, ul his heart and warm; 


«« Brave, / chav Britons —ſfhield this Play from harm: 

My beſt friend wrote it; ſhould it not ſucceed, 

** Tho? with my Sophy bleſt—my heart will bleed * 

Then from his face he wipes the manly tear. io | 
Courage, my Maſter, Partridge cries, don't fear: | 


* Should Envy's ſerpents hiſs, or Malice frown, | 


Tho“ I'm a coward, zounds ! I'll knock em down.” | 
Next, 
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Next, ſweet Sophia comes ſhe cannot ſpeax 

Her wiſhes for the Play o'erſpread her check ; 

In ev'ry look her ſcntiments you read; 

And more than eloquence her bluſhes 
Now Blifl bow s—with ſmiles his f. ſe heart gilding, 

« He was my foe—I beg you'll damn this FizLvinG.” 
Right, Thwacksm roars—no mercy, Sirs, I pray; 

«« Scourge the dead Author, thro? his & Play.” 


«« Whit wank! (crico Porfor Adams) the, fie, Ae 


, 
em ! 


Good Lord de mortuis nil niſi bonum * 
2 are Chriſtian Teachers, who'll revere 


— chus they preach, the Dev 'i alone ſhould | 
N 1 * Tho? this ſerie? 
dow op enters—** Tho? this cri vꝰni — 
«« *Salted 2 D 
«« Yet, der lack Thel, I'd bear ſcorns and whips, 
Slip into poverty to the very hips, 
* T cxule this pay 1 
* And be its fame 7 'd for ever?” 
Squire Feftern, reeling, with October mellow, 
« Tally-hoe Wa ock Critics! Hunt the | 
fellow 
Damn 'em, theſe wits are warmin? not worth breeding, | 
«« What good el er came of writing and of reading? 
Next comes, brim-full of foite and politics, 


His Sifteer Weftern—and thus ſpeaks : 
WW wes are — Like France attack the foe ; 
«© Neguciate till frike the blow!“ 


Milwerthy laſt pleads nobleſt paſhons— 
< Yo the taſte and faſhions, 


* Departed Genius left his an pla 
* To nr ills, obey : 


O then reſpe@ the FaTren's fond bequeſt, 
« And make his widow ſmile, his ſpirit reſt. 


EPILOGUE 


| 
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BY MR. GARRICK. 
Spoken by Miſs Younc. 


ROLOGUES and I 5— to ſpeak the phraſe 
P Which fuirs the warkike fpirie of days 
Are 


cannon charg d, or be charg'd, with wit, 
Which, pointed well, each riſing folly hit. | 
By a late General who commanded here, 
And fought our bloodleſs battles many a year! 
Mongſt other favours were conferr'd on me, 
He made me Captain of Artillery 
At various follies many guns I fir'd, 
Hit 'em 71 and thought 52 retirꝰ d. 
But vainly thought—for, to my great ſurprize, 
They now are rank and file before my eves ! 
Nay, to retreat may even ze oblige ; 
The works of Folly ſtand the langeſt fiege !' 
With what briſk firing, and what thunder-claps, 
Did I attack thoſe high · built caftles—Caps ! 
But tow'ring ſtill, they ſwell in loſty tate, 
Nor ſtrike one ribband to capitulate ;—— 
Whilſt beaux behind, thus peeping, and thus bent, 
Are the beficg'd, behind the battlement : 
But you are conquerors, Ladies—have no dread ; 
in peace enjoy the cloxd-cap*d head / 

We ſcorn to ape the French, their tricks give o'er, 
Nor at your rigging fire one cannon more! 
And now ye Bucks, and Bucklings of the age, 
Tho? Caps are clear, your Hats ſhall feel my rage; 
The High-cock'd, Half-cock'd, Quaker,and the Slouch, 
Have at ye all !—I'l hit you, tho? ye crouch. 
We read in Hiſtory—one William Tell, 
An honeſt Swiſs, with arrows ſhot ſo well, 
On his ſon's head he aim'd with fo much care, 
He'd hit an apple, and not touch one hair : 
So I. with ſuch like kill, but muck leſs pain, 
Wall ttrike your Hats off, and not touch your brain * 

8 
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To curſe our head-dreſs ! a'n't you pretty fellows ! 
Pray who can fee thro* your broad-brim'd umbrellas ? 
That pent-houſe worn by ſlim Sir Dainty Dandle, 

to extinguiſh a poor farthing candle— 
We his body thro*.—But what fair She 
Thro* the broad cloud that's round his head can ſee ? 
Time was, when Briton's to the boxes came 
Quite ſpruce, and chapeax bras addreſs*d each dame. | 
Now in flapt hats and dirty boots they come, 


Look knowing thus—to every female dumb ; 

Butroar „Jack! fo, Will! you there, Tom! 
Both fides have errors that there's no concealing ; 

Vellanes, ay tent, phy Batf tle mt a, © 
allance, my ſpark, play'd off hi iſh airs, 
— gave ol og tpn ber be he 

Our ſex have ſome faults won't bear defending, 

And tho? near perfect, want a little mending ; 

Let Love ſtep forth, and claim from both allegiance, {| 

And bring back Caps and Hats to due obedience. 


» 
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SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 


School for Scandal !—Tell me, I beſeech you, 
Needs there a ſchool, this modiſh art to teach you ? | 
o need of lefſons now—the knowing think— | 
We might as well be to eat and drink : | 
Caus'd by a dearth of ſcandal, ſhould the 
Diſtreſs our fair-ones, let them read the papers; 
Their mixtures ſuch diſorders hit, 
Crave what they will, there's fuſficit. 
Lord! cries my Lady Formwoed, (who loves tattle, | 
And puts much ſalt and pepper in her prattle) 
Juſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threſhing 
Strong tea and ſcandal—bleſs me, how refreſhing ! 


* Giv the Liſ bold and free ( fps 


4 C Laſt ni 3 : h ich Lad 
«« Far achingheads, wha. charming fl volatile? (pe) y 


1 
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« If Mrs. B. will fill continue flirting, 

« We ho ſhe'll draw, or we'll andrew, the curtain.— 

„ Fine, » pox! in public all abuſe it; 

„ But, by ourſelves, (] our praiſe we can't refuſe it. 

cc Now, Liſp, read at that daſh and ftar—"" 

«« Yes, Ma'am—A certain Lord had beſt beware, 
Who lives not twenty miles from Grofvenor-ſquare: 

% For ſhould he Lady W. find 

% Wornmwood is bitter. Oh! that's me—the villain! 

Throw it behind the fire, and never more 


Let that CEE my door.“ 
Thus at our who feel the dart; 
To reach cr feelin — — 
Is our young Bard „ to think that he 
Can the full ſpring-tĩ : of calumny ? 
Knows the ſo little, and its trade ?—-" - 


Alas! the devil's ſooner rais'd than laid. 
So ſtrong, ſo ſwift the monſter, there's no 


Cut Samba ek eee opus wig: 


Though beat fall, th muſt the brave. 
For your applauſe, all perils he would ; 

He'll fight—that's write—a cavaliero true, 

Tiller'sy dropofblood——chat's ink=—is fpile for you. 


WF 


ET 1 oO ST UV ©& 
TO THE 


SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 


WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 
And ſpoken by Mrs. AB1xGTON, in the Cha- 
racter of Lady Teazel. 


I Who was late ſo volatile and gay 
Like  rrade-wind muſt now blow all one way, 


. 
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Bend all my cares, my ſtudies, and my vows, 
To one old ruſty weather-cock—my ſpouſe; 


to regulate your lives ! 

Each bring his Dear to Town—all faults upon her— 
London will prove the ſource of honour ; 
Plung'd fairly in, like a Cold Bath, it ſerves, 

When principles relax—to brace the nerves. 

Such is my caſe—and yet I muſt deplore 

That the gay dream of difipation's o'er ; 

And ſay, ye Fair, was ever lively Wife, 

Born with a genius for the mp life, 

Like me, untimely blaſted in her bloom, 

Like me, — 2 —— 
Save money — hen I juſt knew how to wafte it! 
CEE ST dani = to 
Muſt I then watch the early-crowing Cock ? 

The melancholy ticking of a Clock ? 

In the lone ruſtic Hall for ever pounded, 

With Dogs, Cats, Rats, and ſqualling Brats ſurrounded? 
With humble curates can I now retire, 

(While good Sir Peter boozes with the Squire) 
And at back-gammon mortify my ſoul, | 
That pants for loo, or flutters at a vole? 

Seven's the main !—dear ſound !—that muſt expire, 
Loft at hot-cockles round a Chriſtmas fire 

The tranfient hour of faſhion too ſoon ſpent, 
Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed head—the cuſhion'd rere, 

That takes the cuſhion from its proper ſeat ! 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum !—card-drums I mean— 
0 ille, Odd Trick, Pam, Baſto, King and Queen! 
** And you, ye Knockers, that with brazen throat 
os C00 . denote, 
Farewell ;—all Quality of high renown, 

«« Pride, pomp and circumſtance of glorious Town, 
Far 1— Revels I partake no more, 

«« And Lady Teazel's occupation's o'er.” 

All this I told our Bard—he ſmil'd, and ſaid *twas 


clear, 
I ought to play deep Tragedy next year : 


— DO 
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Mean while he drew wiſe morals from his Play, 
And in theſe ſolemn periods ſtalk'd away. 

«« Blei were the Fair, like you her faults who 
« And clos'd her follies when the curtain dropt ! 
„% more in vice or error to engage, 


% Or play the fool at large on life's great Stage! 


r 


FF 
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Spoken by Mr. K INS. 
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0 with ardour, and attempt with zeal 
reformation of the public weal, 


Are the high duty of the Comic Muſe; 
And tho' keen Attic Salt allow'd to uſe, 
To ſeaſon Precept, and with Art to tickle 
The ſores ſhe means to waſh with ſharpeſt pickle, 
Yet not the roſy, pulpited Divine, 
Nor lank- hair'd Methodiſt with rueful whine, 
Is more intent to root out Vice and Folly, 
And make ye all lead lives diſcreet and holy.— 
Yet why to clear the field were all their toil, 
If weeds o'erſpread not the luxuniant foal ? 
Congreve or Weſley, Whitfield or Mohere, 
In vain might prompt the laugh, or bribe the tear, 
If no man felt, or in himſelf, or neighbour, 
Some failing to call forth the zealot's labour ;— 
If no fair dame deſcrib'd, midſt her acquaintance, 
dome few who might be mended by tance 
Looſe as the buxom air, the Youth from Col 
Comes fraught with all Newmarket's hopeful know 5 
In hafte to ſpend the Eſtate, not yet his own, 
Completes his ruin ere his beard is grown; 
And when to foreign climes he ſpreads the ſail, 
'Tis not to enlarge his mind, but *ſcape a jail. 
Then bleſs the Poet, happy the Divine, 
When Folly gives the Tor from Faſhion's. Shrine ! * 
2 ut 
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But whilſt the Prieſt and Satiriſt 

Thoſe vices which e the wrath of 7ove, 
Our Author, hke patient Angler ſitting 
To catch ſmall fry, for humbler palates fitting, 

Has ſerv'd a Meal, not ſeaſon d high with crimes — 
Take it, and if approv'd, applaud The TIMES. 


J. WW 5 


IS: 
1 F 
Spoken by Miſs FARREx. 


HILE — Tragedy with Oh's and 
Flice at high game, ts move and mend your hear, | 
We merrier with ſpirits blithe and jolly, | 
I 2 2 ; 

or, in this age, 1 chaſte 

To rail at vi 


| vulgar, not to be too late. 
Our fex—but ſhall I the weaker kind ? 

F / Or can thoſe fail to ſtray, whoſe guides are blind! | 
BH, Let men reform themſelves, they're our examples 

And goods proves ſeldom better than their ſamples. 

In former times the gallant Britiſh Youth | 

Were form'd for Chivalry, and Love, and 'Cruth— 

In ſuch an Age, in ſuch a virtuous Nation, 

Love was in women almoſt infpiration.— 

But now, alas! I ſpeak without a jeſt, 

Women are not infpir'd—they'rc but ft. 

Men are our pilots | They ſhould mark the #t:clies ; 

For when they blame us, they reproach theraſclves. 
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FATAL FAL SH OO D. 


Spoken by Mr. HVL. 


UR modern Poets ſcarce know how to chuſe 

A ſubje& worthy of the Tragic Muſe ; 
For Bards ſo well have d th* hiſtoric field, 
That ſcarce one ſheaf, th* exhauſted Ancients yield ; 
And theſe, our timid Author leaves to Men, 
For claſſic themes demand a claſſic pen: 
Yet ſtill the wilds of Fiction open he, 
A flow'ry proſpect, and a boundleſs ſky : 
But the taſk the ſober path to chuſe, 
And wand'ring Fancy's treacherous baits refuſe. 
— She dares not touch the Drama's nobler ſtrings, 
The fate of nations, and the fall of kings ; 
The humbler ſcenes of private life ſhe 
A fimple ſtory of domeſtic woes. 
The weight of crowns, a ki s weal or woe, 
How few can judge, becauſe few can know ! 
But here you all may boaſt the Critic's art, 
Here all are poſſeſs a heart. 1 
To govern Empires is the lot of ſewp, (| 
But all who live have Paſſions to ſubdue ; 4 
2 „ — — . 

e R yas 1 uppreſs d, 

Theſe ravagers which ſpoil the human breaſt. 
Oh! deign to learn this obvious leſſon here! 
The verte is feeble, but the moral clear. 
Your candour once endur'd our Author's lays, 


Endure them now that will be ample praiſe. | i 
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TE ITO GO U E 

SW x 
FATAL FALSH O O D. 
BY R. 3. SHERIDAN, ESQ. 


Spoken by Mr. Lzz Lewes. 


NHAND me, Gentlemen, by Heaven I ſay, 
U I'll make a ghoſt of him who bars my way. 
[ Bebind the Scenes, 

Forth let me come—A Poetaſter true, 
As lean as Envy, and as baneful too; 
On the dull audience let me vent my rage, 
Or drive theſe Female ſcribblers from the ſage : 
For Scene or Hiſtory, we*ve none but theſe, 
The law of Liberty and Wit they ſeize, 


But, Oh! i 

Who Far oo — ſuch full applauſe ; 

Yet ſtill our tribe ſhall feek to blaſt their fame, 

And ridicule each fair 's aim; 

Where the dull duties of domeſtic life 

Wage with the Muſe's toils eternal ftrife. 
What motley cares Corilla's mind perplex, 

While maids and conſpire to vex ! 

In ſtudious deſhabille behold her it, 

A letter'd goflip, and a houſewife wit; 

At once invoking, though for different views, 

Her Gods, her Cook, her Milliner, and Muſe. 

Round her firew'd room a frippery chaos lies, 

A chequer'd wreck of zatahle and wiſe; 


Bilis, books, caps, couplets, combs, a vary'd maſs, 


Oppreſs the toilet, and obſcure the glaſs; 
Uniniſh'd here an epigram is laid, 

And there, a Mantua-maker's bill unpaid ; 
There new-born Plays foretaſte the Town's applauſe, 
There, dormant patterns pine for future gauze. 


A moral 


PROLOGUES ax» EPILOGUES. 67 


A moral Eſſay now is all her care, 

A Satire next, and then a Ball of Fare. 

A Scene ſhe now projects, and now a Diſh, 

| Here's Act the Firſt—and here—* Remove with Fiſh.” 

| Now while this eye in a fine phrenzy rolls, 

That ſoberly caſts up a bill for coals ; 

Black pins and daggers in one leaf ſhe ſticks, 

And tears and thread, and bowls and thimbles mix. 

Sappho, tis true, long vers'd in epic ſong, 

For years eſteem'd all houſhold ſtudies wrong; 

When, dire miſhap! though neither ſhame nor ſin, 

Sappho herſelf, and not her Maſe, lies in. 

The Virgin Nine in terror fly the bower, 

And matron Juno claims deſpotic power ; 

Soon Gothic hags the claſſic pile o'erturn, 

| A Caudle-cup lants the urn ; 

| r gs, 

They ſpike the ink-ſtand, they rend the page; 

Po-ms and Plays one barbarous fate partake, 

Ovid and Plautus ſuffer at the take, 
And Ariſtotle's only fav*'d—to wrap plumbcake. 

Yet, ſhall a Woman tempt the tragic ſcene ? 
And dare—But hold—I muft my ſpleen ; 
I ſee your hearts are pledg'd to . 
While Shakeſpear's ſpirit ſeems to aid her cauſe ; 
Well plcas'd to aid—fince o'er his ſacred bier 
A female“ hand did ample trophies rear, 
And gave the geenek laurel that is workhipp'd there. 
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TO THE 


racer of CHRISTMAS. 


O on—prepare my bounty for my friends, 
And fee that mirth with all her coew amends: 
al „ Mrs. MonTAG 8. 


To 


CHRISTMAS TALE 


Mrfic plays, and ſeveral perſons enter with different kinds 
of diſhes. After them, Mr. PALMER, in the Cha- 
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[To the Audience.) 

Behold a perſonage well known to fame ; | 
— te 8 and — —— 
My officers of ſtate my taſte diſplay ; 

Cooks, ſcallions, — 
Holly, and ivy, — 

And my retinue ſhew, Pm not ill. 

Minc'd pies, by way of belt, my breaſt divide, 

And a large carving knife adorns my ſide; 

"Tis no T's weapon, *twill be often drawn; 

This turban for my head is collar'd brawn ! 

Tho? old, r 4 2 


| my you 
Nor will our beaux old En — — | 


No foreign could 5 lumb-porridge. 

12 — 44 

My food is meant for * boneft bearty grinners ! | | 

„ * | 
| 


= | 
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TO CHE \ 


GRECIAN DAUGHTE 
Spoken by Mr. WESTOx. 


[He peeps in at the Stage Door.] | 

IP! muſic! muſfic!—Have you more to play? 
Somewhat I'd offer—Stop your cat-gut, pray. 
ill you permit, and not me rude, 
A Bookſeller one moment to intrude ? 

My name is Fool's Cap :—Since you faw me laſt, 
Fortune hath giv'n me a rare helping caſt. 
To all my toils a wife hath put a Rop— 

A devil then; but now I keep a hop. 

My maſter died, man !—He's out of print; 
His — 1e „ and took my hint. 

A prey to grief ſhe could not bear to be, 

And fo turn'd over a new leaf with me. 

I drive a trade; have Authors in my pay; 

Men of all work, per week, per ſheet, per day. 
Trav'llers—who not one foreign country know; 
And Paff' ral Poets im the ſound of Bow. 

Tranſlator; —from the Greek they never read; 
Cantabs and Sophs—in Covent Garden bred. 
Hiftorians, who can't write ;—who only take 
Sciſſars and paſte— cut, vamp; a book they make. 

I've treated for this Play; can buy it too, 
If I could learn what you intend to do. 

If for nine nights you'll bear this tragic tuff, 
I have a News-paper, and there can puff. 

A News-paper does wonders !—None can be 
In debt, in love, dependent, or quite free, 
Ugly or handſame, well, or ill in bed, 

Single or married, or alive or dead, 

But we give life, death, virtue, vice with eaſe ; 

In ſhort, a News-paper does what we pleaſe. 
There jealous Authors at each other bark ; 

Till truth leaves not ond limpſe, no, not one ſpark ; 
But lies meet lies, and joltle in the dark. 
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Our Bard within has often felt the dart 

Sent from our you levell'd at _ heart. 
I've d him, ere lays this "rate game, 
To Lomb all, and 2 his — 

But he, convinc'd that all but Truth muſt die, 
Leaves to its own mortality the Lie. 
Would any know,—while parties fight pellmell, 
How he employs his pen ?—his Play will tell. 

To that he truſts ; that he ſubmits to you, 

Aim'd at your tend'reſt feelings, —moral,—new. 
The Scenes, he hopes, will draw the heart-felt tear: 
Scenes that come home to ev'ry boſom here. 

I this will do, I'U run and buy it ſtraight ; 
Stay—Let me ſee ;—I think I'd better wait— 

Yes ;—I"ll lie ſnug, till you have fix'd its fate. 


your ſakes—write tragedies no more : 
* of courſe, poſſeſs my brain, 


lank, — as  ; 
have in hand will make you ſtare ! 

I ftill muſt be the play'r. 

the theatric plan, 


ſober wich the cit, 
Nay ſometimes act — Laan 
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With politicians I muſt nod - ſeem full 

And act my beſt A— dull. 

My plan is this—man's d a ſocial creature, 

Requiring converſe by the laws of nature ; 

And as the moon can raiſe the ſwelling flood, 

Or as the mind is influenced by the 9 

So- do I make myſelf well underſtood. 

I'm puzzled, faith—let us like Barts agree it, 

You'll know my plot much better when you ſee it. 
But truce with jeſting, let me now impart 

The warm o'erflowings of a ——_—_——— 

Come good, come bad, while life or mem'ry laſt, 

My mind ſhall treaſure up your favours paſt : 

And might one added boon increaſe the ſtore, 

With much Jeſs ſorrow ſhould I quit this ſhore ; 

To mine, as you have been to me, prove kind, 

Protect the pledge my fondneſs leaves behind; 

To you, her guardians, 1 reſign my care, 

Let her with others your indulgence ſhare; 

Whate'er ur fate; if this my with als, 

'Twill glad the Far utEA, tho? the SCHEMIST fails. 


VVV 
10 TH E 


ROMANCE OF AN HOUR. 
WRITTEN BY MR. KELLY. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bulk LE v. 


" OMEBODY ſays, but I forgot his name, 
8 That howe'er Faults or follies we may blame, 
We're all in turn, tho? all extremely wiſe, 

The very things we laugh at, or deſpiſe.— 

The bold fox-hunter juſt come up to town, 
From—** Yoicks, hark forward,” loves to ſeem a clown. 
Thro pride, tears up politeneſs by the roots — 
Ne'er combs his hair—and viſits you in boots 
Milk-ſops alone, he thinks their forms ſhou'd deck, 
And ſcorns the man that fears to break a neck— 


In 


72 A NEW COLLECTION or 

In three month's time, how alter'd is his note, 
His head's all wings, or bak'd in papilotte— 

The honeft buckſkin which once clear'd the ditches, 


Our modern Nimrod turns to ſattin breeches, 
And grown half female, wond'rous to relate 
He ſcreams in ſlumber at a five-bar'd — 

The city buck, accuſtom'd long to bruiſe, 
Who ſwears at France, and damns all parley voos;“ 
If but one week from Margate led at moſt, 
To ſwill and ſmuggle on the Flemiſh coaſt, 
Returning baw!s in ev'ry dowdy's face 
«« Comment charmante, quelle raviſſant 1 

Spoken in the Engliſh accent. 

And in due courſe from Aldgate to the Strand, 
Raves of a cotrrilloon, and allemand. 

Monſieur, indeed, with cockney is quite even, 
Tho' much to joke upon this nation * 
He calls a Briton—“ Barbare, Unbelief !“ 
Vet leaves his frogs with rapture for roaſt beef; 
And finds a ready fortune to be made is, 
In rouge for men, 1 igs for ladies. 
At foul corruption, Surly tears his throat— 
He ſcorns to give a ſhilling for a vote ; ; 
But mark the riot of the county round, 
And every voice has coſt him twenty pound. 
There ſome, who think our liberties divine, 
Will eat them thro”, in turkey, or in chine— | 
And others, while at venal tools they rail, | 
Drown their poor country in a butt of ale. 
But while our Bards theſe gen'ral faults make known, 

Pray let them hear a little of their own. | 
How many Authors of our modern ftage, 
Affect to riſe the wonders of their age, 
By bare tranſlations from Moliere, Corneille, 
Racine, and numbers needleſs here to tell ?— 
Yet each a jackdaw, dreft in foreign plumes, 
On his own beauty ſaucily preſumes ; 
Looks on the parent bird with haughty eyes, 
Or ſolely tells us when he comes to print, 
Tho? all is He borrow'd but a bint.-— 
Ah that theſe daws were fortunately toſt on . 
Thy coafts, Connecticut, or thine, O Boſton ! 
4 
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Their nobleſt flights thou might'| for ever mar, 

And ſpoil their feathers with a little tar. 
Whether by policy or juſtice led, 

A diff*rent path our Author means to tread ; 

And tho” a petty dealer, will not ſell, 

As his own s, a thought of MAR MONTEZ1— 

The timid ZELIiDA you ſaw to-night, 

In that great maſter firſt beheld the light ; 

And if you hail her now dramatic morn, 

Fll ever bleſs the moment ſhe was born. 


1 


TT 
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SIR THOMAS OVERBURY. 
WRITTEN BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ. 


Spoken by Mr. Hur. 


'T De long the Muſe—attack'd to regal ſhow, 
Denies the ſcene to tales of humbler woe ; 
Such as were wont—while yet they charm'd the ear, 
To ſteal the plaudit of a filent tear, 
When Otway gave domeſtic grief its part, 
And Rowe's familiar ſorrows touch'd the heart. 

A ſcepter'd traitor, laſh'd by vengeful fate, 
A bleeding hero, or a falling ſtate, 
Are themes, {tho* nobly worth the claſſic ſong,) 
Which feebly claim your ſighs, nor claim them long; 
Too great for pity, they inſpire reſpect, 
Their deeds aftoniſh, rather than affect; 
Proving how rare the heart that woe can move, 
Which reaſon tells us, we can never | gw 

Other the ſcene, where ſadly ſtands confeſt, 
The private pang that rends the Sufferer*s breaſt ; 
When ſorrow fits upon a Parent's brow, 
When Fortune mocks the youthful Lover's vow—. 
All feel the tale — for who ſo mean, but knows 
What Fathers“ ſorrows are 50 Lovers“ woes! 


On 
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On kindred ground our Bard his fabric built, 
And plac'd a mirrour there for private gun ; 
Wherc—fatal union !—will appear combin'd 
An angels form—and an abandon'd mind; 
Honour attempting Paſſion to reprove, 

And Friendſhip ſtruggling with unhallow'd Love! 
1 Vet view not, . with * regard, 

he orphan-offspri an orphan ; 
Doom'd, while 1 . to ſuſtain 
More real mis'ries than his pen could feign! 

III fated Savage ! at whole birth was giv'n 

No Parent but the Muſe, no Friend but Hezv*n ! 
Whoſe youth no brother knew, with ſocial care 

To ſoothe his ſuff rings, or demand to ſhare ; 

No wedded 8 mortal woe, 

To win his ſmile at all that fate could do; 

While at his death, nor friend's, nor mother's tear 
Fell on the track of his deſerted bier ! 

So pleads the tale *, that gives to future times 
The 's misfortunes, and the Parent's crimes ; 
There ſhall his fame (if own'd to-night) ſurvive, | 
Fix'd by the hand that bids our language live ! L 


——_ 
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HOTEL: oz, DOUBLE VALET. | 
Spoken by Mr. KI S. 


O hear with candour, ere we judge a cauſe, 
Is the known Magna Charta of all laws ! 
So ſays our Bard!—then who would break a rule, 
Fram'd and eſtabliſh d in the earlieſt ſchool ? 
Or, who io jealous of another's fame, 
To damp a ſpark, juſt riſing to a flame? 
And yet, — from our reports within, tis ſaid, 
There are—ſome wits amongſt ye—ſo ill bred, 


® Life of Richard Savage by Dr. Samuel Johnſon. 


They | 
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come,—unknowing, —wherefore,—or for why,— 
To break, on critic-whoel, —a butterfly! 
But ſure my eyes, —and they're not bad, good folks! 
Can eaſy read—theſe whiſpers—are mere jokes 
Ta try the hero of this mght's campaign,— 
Who frets, - and ſtruts, —then ſtruts, —and frets again! 
Bows, —ſmiles, —and nods,—tfrom heroes, kings, and 


3 

To 1 erung —clips,,—ox ſhifts the 
enes ! 

But I—who know him bet, —do know for certain, 

That—ertre zows,—*tis all behind the curtain, 

Where he—poor culprit, —trembles ev'ry limb, 

And ſhadows ſeem—rcalitics to him ! 

Doubts riſe on doubts !—and fears on fears await ! 

Holding, with airy nothings,—a debate! 

And ſo ſuſpicious, —leſt you take amifs— 

That ev*ry cough, —he'll conſtrue to a K %% 

Or ſhould you cry but brave /—or encore / 

more! 

Oh! could you know what azthors, actors feel ! 

When at your bar they make their fir ff appeal! 

You'd think your warmeſt patronage their due, 

And own the piture—where the tints are true! 

To him, then, conſcious that all comic wit, 

As *tis the beſt.— ſo tis moſt hard to hit!“ 

Ye Gods * !—and demi-gods +—ye wits f! be kind; 

Nor, in the critic, loſe—the gen'rous mind ! 

Of old rememb'ring—authors would excel, | 

When men were prais'd—who but exdeavonr'd we 


going, | 
vhs deli i * 
*Tis downright farce—not comedy we ſhew— 
As ſuch receive—nor mark with critic ſncer— 
As if a beach of Stagyrites were here— 


hy prompts—where mirth de- 

mands, | | | 

And give (in ſpite of trivial faults) your hands. 
* Firſt Gallery. + Second Gallery 1 Boxes and Pit. 
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WRITTEN BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ESQ, 


Spoken by Mr. RzDpDpi1sn. 


RITICS be dumb—To-night a lady ſues, 


From ſoft Italia's ſhores an Engliſh muſe ; 
Tho” fate there binds her in a pleaſing chain, 
Sends to our Stage the offspring of her brain : 
True to her birth ſhe pants for Britiſh bays, 
And to her country truſts for genuine praiſe. 
From infancy well read in tragic lore, 
She treads the path her father trod before ; 
To the ſame candid judges truſts her cauſe, 
And hopes the ſame indulgence and applauſe. 
No Salique Law here bars the female's claim, 
Who pleads hereditary right to fame. 

Of Love and Arms ſhe fings, the mighty two, 
Whoſe powers uniting muſt the world ſubdue ; 
Of Love and Arms! in that heroic age, 

Which knew no poet's, no hiſtorian's page; 
But war to glory form'd th' unletter'd mind. 
And chivalry alone taught morals to mankind ; 
Nor taught in vain, the youth who dar'd aſpire 
To the nice honours of a lover's fre, 

Obſerv'd with duteous care each rigid rule, 
Each ftern command of labour's patient ſchool ; 
Was early train'd to bear the ſultry beams 

Of burning ſuns, and winter's fierce extremes; 
Was brave, was temperate : to one idol fair 
His vows he breath'd, his wiſhes center'd there: 
Honour alone could gain her kind re 

Honour was virtue, beauty its reward. 

And ſhall not Britiſh breaſts, in beauty's cauſe, 
Adopt to-night the manners which ſhe draws ? 
Male writers, we confeſs, are lawful prize, 
Giants and monſters that but rarely riſe! 
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SS aL WR VS 
T © 
AN HOUR BEFORE MARRIAGE. 


Spoken by Mr. Woopwar d, in the 
Character of HARALIZ GUI x. 


WWI T TEN BY MR, COLMAN. 


EH OLD, ve Critics of this claſſic age, 

The only relic of the antient Stage 

Greece no player try'd the arduous taſk, 

Of acting love, grief, rage, - without a maſk ; 

On vizors ſram A of canvas, braſs, and wood, | 

Humours and ons ready painted ftood ; 
| 


Actors, from Nature borrowing no grace, 
By Ronge, like modern Ladies, form'd the face. 

Lais, without a tooth could charm the beaux, 

Ammon might {quint, and Feaus want a noſe. . 

Poor Harleguin, tho“ maſk'd, like theſe once ſpoke, 4 
And France and [taly admir d each joke: | 
But round-head Exgiaud,—all things who curtails, | 
Who cuts off monarchs heads and horſes tails— | 
o malice lcd, by rage and ny 

ut in my mouth a gag, and ty'd my tongue. 
— * — — unfold as - 

es, I will ſpeak —nay more, I'll hew my face. 

n up his maſt. 
Hark, a purſuit !—the Critics in full cry !. 
No miniiter is half ſo maul'd as I; 
Nay, plaiſter'd on poſts, tho? they often announce me, 
Even Managers doubt if they ſhou'd not renounce me, 
Yet 'tis I give a zeſt to their comedy ſcenes, 
L igld up the _ queens : 
3 
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Without my caprioles > whima, — to tacapt 
Pic and bee we this, and the ies empty ! 
Then, Sirs, let me cla claim by o right, 
The rear of each play, the fag- end of each night 
What ! diſcard me for faces on folly and vice, 
ys bp ax; vg ogy toy dart 
Our Poet to-night oney ! 
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WRITTEN BY G. k. AYSCOUGH, ESQ. 


Spoken by Mr. RzDDp1sn. 


RITICS! I come your favour to implore 
For one, who never quak'd fo much ! 

He, for a while, has left the gay —— 
Has doff'd the gorget [Fand the fmart cockade ! 
Each in!rument of war has thrown aſide, 
To fret! and ſtrut it here - in tragic pride 
From for ign ſhores are rich materials brought, 
Which to your Eugliſb mode dur Bard has wrought, 
Pheabus forefend —leit he new dangers run, 
And riſe, like Icarus, too near the ſun ; 
On waxcn pinions jnſt about to fink, 
On his own raſhneſs then too late he'll think, 
And grown in a tack fea of—critics ink! 

Ye gentle, feeling, female hearts, be kind ! 
A ſoldier ſucs !—his brows with laurels bind! 


— „ —— — _—  2- 
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He by them this I 
AMT 

He'll gladly re- aſſume the 
If they his priſtine rank 
Nor deem him a deſerter 


e 


oa 
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WRITTEN BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ, 


Spoken by Mrs. YaTEzs. 


ISHEVELL'D ſtill, like Aas bleeding queen, 

Shall I with jeſts deride FR — * 
No, beuuteous mourners from whoſe downcaſt eye 
The Muſe has drawn her nobleſt ſacrifice ! N 
Whoſe gentle boſoms, 7204 altar. — bear 
The chryſtal incenſe of each falling tear 
— There lives the Poet's praiie —no critic art 
Can match the comment of a feeling heart! 

When gen'ral plaudits ſpeak the fable o'er —- 

Which mute attention had approv'd before, 
Tho” ruder {p:rits love th* accuſtom's jeſt, 
Which chaſes forrow from the vulgar breaft, 
Still hearts refin'd their ſadden'd tint retain—— 
The gh is pleaſure ! and the jeſt is pain! 


O Scarce have they ſmiles to honour grace or wit, 


—"Tho" R:ſcius ſpoke the verſe himſelf had writ ! 
Thus thro? the time when vernal fruits receive 


The grateful ſhow'rs that hang on April's eve; 
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Go ſearch, where E 
Go—while thy heart yet boats with fancy'd grief; 
Thy lip ſtill — the _ ſigh, 

The graceful tear ſtill ling'ring in thy eye 
So ſhall our Muſe, ſupr of all the nine, 
Deſerve, indeed, the title gf—=Divinze / 
Virtue ſhall own her favour'd from above, 
And pitry—greet her—with a-ifter's love! 


4 2 
2 
— — 
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Spoken by Mr. SMITH. 
DST 


r 

g Duelliſt, in $ , 

Hath long his friend, his king, his God defy'd. 
Thrice happy we, if laughter from the ſtage 
Should cure this frantic folly in the age: 
Happy the father, ſiſter, mother, wife, 

Who prize a ſon's, a brother's, huſband's life, 
Should we dethrone the tyrant, whoſe caprice 
So oft endangers and deſtroys their peace; 
Whoſe fell « ic ſway doth een enſlave 

The great, the good, the generous, and the brave; 
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Nay, arrant cowards, forc'd into a fray, 

Now fight, becauſe they fear—to run away. 
Our modiſh heroes, it is true, may bluſter, 
Take heart of grace, and all their ſpirits muſter, 
This peaceful reformation to 
And take, in talk, our author by the noſe. — 
But, when the comic muſe true humour fires, 


And zeal the poignant ſatiriſt inſpires 
Againſt abſurdity to ſet his wit, 
And folly's mark, altho' in mirth, to hit, 


Againſt theſe 
For, by the way, it is on you he reckons, 
Nature's own cauſe eſpouſing, as his ſeconds. 
r 

If filent they, who neither love nor fear him, 
Conſent to fit, and pati will hear him ; . 
If they do this, he not to diſperſe 

Their preſent prejudice for carte and tierce ; 

Their rointielh favels to perry with his pen, 

And, piſtol- proof, put down theſe mighty men! 


—__ 
— 


„„ 
Spoken by Mr. Rv, at a young SyouT- 


InNG-CLus. 


IND Sirs, you're to our humble fare, 

Tho? plain, yet honeſt, from a heart fincere ; 

o buſkin'd Hero treads our little ſtage, 

No St now roars out his frantic rage; 

Dazzled with Cato's robe and Horſpur's name, 

At Globe-lane theatre he ftruts for fame! 

Falfiaff to Eaftcheap, Hal t a diſtant ſhore, 

Ws 8 N no more: 
uitting this ſcene, theyꝰve all took different ways, 

On — ſchemes each ſure to win the S.. 

oung 
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Young 4#ors we, im claffic ſchools ne er taught, 
Declaiming numbers, or with language fravgat, 
Yet dare to-night in tragie ſcenes to try, 

Well pleas'd to hu beneath good nature's eye: 
No frowning critic ſure will enter here, 

Or once condemn where Garrich's ſelf wou'd fpare : 
Candid as juſt 


Don't kill me, Jaſer —ſtrait the houſe around 
Their praiſe in echo to the ſkies reſound. 

Not this our aim—for ſhou'd we gain applauſe, 
Your friendſvip, not our merit is the cauſe : 
To this fair circle I ſhall plead no more, 
But offer at your ſhrine our male June Shore *. 


— 2 r r — RY __ 
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Opening of the TuzATRE in Daun v-LAux, 1747. 
WRITTEN BY DR. JOHNSON. 


Spoken by Mr. Gaznricx. 


EN — s triumph er her barb*rous foes, 
Furſt rear d the ſtage, immortal Shakeſpear roſe; 
Each charge of manly-colour d life he drew, 
Exhauſted worlds, and then imagin d new : 

And panting time toil'd after him in vain : 


Hi rful ſtrok ding truth i d, 
— — 22 
* Altuding to a youth's playing that part. 


Then 
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Then Jonſon came, iu ſtruttod from the ſchool, 
To pleaſe in method, and invent by rule; 
His ſtudious patience, and laborious art, 
By regular approach eſſay d the heart ; 
Cold approbation the lingering bays, 
For thoſe who not cenſure, ſcarce could praiſe. 
A mortal born, he met the general doom, 
But left, like Egypt's kings, à laſting tomb. 
The wits of Charles found eaker ways to fame, 
Nor wiſh*'d for Jonſon's art, or s lame ; 
Themſelves they ſtudied, as they felt writ, 
Intrigue was , obſcenity was wit. 
Vice always found a ſympathetic friend, 
They pleas'd their age, and did not aim to mend. 
Yet Bards like theſe aſpir d to lafting praiſe, 
And proudly hop'd to pimp in future days; 
Their cauſe was general, their ſupports were ſtrong, 
Their flaves were willing, and their reign was long; 
Till ſhame regain'd the poſt that ſenſe betray'd, 
And virtue call'd oblivion to her aid. 
Then cruſh'd by rules, and weaken'd as refin'd, 
For years the power of Tragedy declin'd ; 
From Bard to Bard, the frigid caution crept, 
Till declamation roar'd white paſſion Gept; 
Vet ſtill did Virtue deign the ſtage to tread, 
Philoſophy remaia'd n nature fled ; 
But forc'd at length her ancient reign to quit, 
She ſaw great Fauſtus lay the of wit : 
Exulting folly haif'd the joyful day, 
And pantomime and fong confirm'd her ſway. 
But who the coming can preſage, 
And mark the future periods of the ſtage ; 


— 7 G0 NR Gnas 

New Bekn's, new Durfey's, yet remain in ſtore ; 
Perhaps where Lear had rav'd, and Hamlet dy'd, 
On flying cars new Sorcerers may ride. 

rn Loghar cony - - + whopaer money 
ere Hunt my box, or Mahomet may dance. 

Hard is his lot, that here by fortune plac'd, 
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of a PxinTER's DEVII. 
I. ſo pleaſe you and muſt hoof 
d 


Up to the Poet yonder with this proof : 

read it to you, but, in faith, *tis odds 
For one poor devil to face ſo many gods : 
A ready imp I am, who kindly 


If any critic, pregnan 

Cries out to be deliver'd of his ſatire ; 

Know ſuch, that at our hoſpital of muſes 

He may lye-in, in private if he chuſes ; 
Here's one now is free enou 


This Bard breeds regularly once a n; 


FASHIONABLE LOVER. 
Spoken by Mr. WzsToN, in the Character 


t for — — . 


Three 
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Three of a ſort, of homely form and feature, 
The plain courſe progeny of humble nature; 
Home- bred and born ; no ſtrangers he diſplays, 
Nor tortures free-born limbs in tiff French ſtays: 
Two you have rear'd; but between you and me, 
This youngeſt is the favourite of the three. 

Nine tedious months he bore this babe about, 
Let it in charity live nine nights out ; 

Stay but his month up ; give ſome little law ; 
Tis cowardly to attack him in the ſtraw. 
Dear gentlemen correQors, be more civil; 
Kind courteous Sirs, take council of the devil; 
Stop your abuſe, for while your readers ſee 

Such malice, they impute your works to me; 
Thus, while you gather no one ſprig of fame, 
Your poor unhappy friend is put to ſhame : 
Faith, Sirs, you ſhould have ſome conhderation, 


| When ev'n the devil pleads againſt damnation. 
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FASHIONABLE LOVELI 
Spoken by Mrs. BAR R v. 


AD IE S, your country's ornament and pride, 
Ye, whom the nuptial deity has ty'd | 
In filken fetters, will you not impart, 
For pity's ſake, ſome portion of your art 
To a mere novice, and preſcribe ſome plan 
How you would have me live with my good man ? 
. Tell me, if I ſhould give each paſſing hour 
To love of pleaſure, or to love of power ; 
If with the fatal thirſt of deſperate play 
I ſhould turn day to night, and 12 to day; 
Hlad I the faculty to make a prize 
Of each pert animal that meets my eyes, 
N ay are theſe objects worth my ſerious aim; 
Do they give huppineſe, 8 health, or fame? 


Are 
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Are hecatombs of lovers hearts of force 
To deprecate the demons of divorce ? 

Speak, my adviſers, ſhall 1 gain the plan 
Of that bold club, which gives the law to man, 
At their own weapons that proud ſex defies, 
And ſets up a new female paradiſe ? 
Lights for the Ladies ! hark, the bar-bells ſound ! 
Show to the club- room ſee, the glaſs goes round 
Hail happy meeting of the good and fair, 
Soft relaxation from domeſhc care, 
Where virgin minds are early train'd to loo, 
And all Newmarket s to the view. 

In theſe gay ſcenes ſhall I affect to move, 
Or paſs my hours in dull domeſtic love ? 
Shall I to rural folitudes deſcend 
With Tyrrell, my gone. guardian, friend, 
Or to the rich Pan 's round repair, 
And blaze the brighteſt heathen goddeſs there ? 
Where ſhall I fix? Determine ye who know, 
Shall I renounce my huſband, or Soho ? 
With eyes half open'd, and an aching head, 
And ev*n the artificial roſes dead, 
When to my toilette's morning taſk reſign'd, 
What viſitations then may ſeize my mind! 
Save me, juſt heaven, from ſuch a painful life, 
And make me an unfaſhionable wife ! 


— — — 


„ ern 
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M A T I L D A. 


Spoken by Mr. SM1TH. 


Tragic tale from Norman William's age, 

Simple and unadorn'd, attempts the | 
Our filly Bard, more fimple than his tale, 

Thinks on your poliſh'd manners to prevail ; 

What in thoſe barbarous days were counted crimes, 
Are {lips of courſe in theſe enlighten'd times: 1 
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Let not your anceſtors too rude appear, 

Tho” firm in friendſhip, and in love fincere : 
Love then, like glory, did each heart inflame, 
Beauty was virtue, and to win it— fame / 

Now, lovers loſe their miſtreſſes with grace, 

As at Newmarket they would loſe a race ; 
Where, if in hopes, they ſeem a little croſs'd, 
"Tis for the money of the match that's loſt. 
When tilts and tournaments call'd forth the brave, 
The fame of ſpotleſs innocence to ſave, | 
Each gallant knight prefer'd his love to life; 
For then, the greateſt bleſſing was a wife: 

To prove their chaſtity, the dauntleſs fair 
Would walk thro' flames, nor ſinge a ſingle hair! 
Nay, ſome ſo chaſte, ſo cold to all deſire, 

Not only ſcap'd it, they put out the fire ! 

But now, no heroes die for love's ſweet paſſion ; 
And fiery trials are quite out of faſhion. 


powers : 


The tree, whoſe ſheltering arms ſpread kindly round, 
If lightning-ſtruck, lies blaſted on the ground: 

In vain will merits paſt indulgence claim ; 

One moment's raſhneſs blaſts whole years of fame. 
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M A T I 9 wa RG 
Spoken by Miſs Lou OE. 


A! ha! creature ! how you tremblirg ſtand! 
Come to the bar, Sir, and hold up your hand ; 
ou won't—by council then you'd have it done, 
And I muſt plead your cauſe ! well, get you gone. 
Coming forward to the audience. 
Now for the great tribunal of Old Drury ; 
Are you all ſworn en of the jury ? 
Good men and true, I hope—ſtay, let me ſee, 
Among you all, he challenges but three: 
Phyſicians, lawyers, parſons he admits, 
Beaux, ladies, courtiers, macaronies, cits, 
And only ſcratches critics, news-writers, and wits. 
The critic firſt we baniſh from our ſeſhon, 
(Death is his trade, and damning his profeſſion) 
Diſqualify*'d—becauſe, to ſay no further, 
Butchers are never heard in caſe of murther. 
Next we diſclaim th' artificers of news, 
Who live by fibs, and flouriſh by abuſe ; 
They muſt condemn, or loſe their daily bread ; 
If they don't cut and flath, they're never read; 
Like fabled giants here they roam for food, 
And fe! fa! fum! ſnuff up an author's blood; 
In the next Ledger hang him up to roaſt, 
Or tear him piece-meal in the Morning Poſt. 
To wits we laſt except, and *bove all other, 
The hero of our tale—a rival brother ! 
As rogues, juſt ſcap'd the gallows, join the ſhrieves, 
7 urn hangmen, and tuck up their fellow tlueves ; 
So bards cundemn'd exert the critic's ſxill, 
And execute their brethren of the quill ! 
If, like their own, indeed, the brat ſhould die, 
They'll gladly join to write its elegy : 
Put if the child is ſtrong and like to live, 
It 1s a crime they never can forgive. 


From 
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From ſuch let Engliſh juries full be free, 
Our author here appeals to your decree, 

The public is a court of equity. 

If he has ſhock'd your taſte, your ſenſe, or reaſon, 

Or againſt nature guilty been of treaſon, 

Off with his head; but if with honeſt art 

His well-meant ſcenes have touch'd the feeling heart, 
If they have rais'd your pity, wak'd your fears, 

Or ſweetly have beguil'd you of your tears, 

Let venial errors your indulgence claim, 

Your voice his triumph, your applauſe his fame. 

S by your foreman—what ſays goodman Pat ? 

ill you condemn the priſoner, or acquit ? 

Your verdict, Sirs—not guilty—if you pleaſe— 

You ſmile—acguitted—hope you'll pay his fees. 


H— — — — 
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SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 
BY DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 


Spoken by Mr. Woopwarb. 
Eee me, Sirs, I pray -I can't yet ſpeax 
is 


I'm crying now—and have been all the week ! 
not alone this mourning ſuit, good maſters, 
Poe that within—for which there are no plaiſters.) 
Pray, would you know the reaſon why I'm crying— 
The Comic Muſe, long fick, is now a dying ! 
And if the goes, my tears will never ſtop ; 
For as a play*r I can't ſqueeze out one drop: 
Iam 1 that's all—ſhall loſe my bread— 
I'd rather, but that's nothing—loſe my head. 
When the ſweet maid is laid upon the bier, 
Shuter and I ſhall be chief mourners here. 
To her a mawkiſh drab of ſpurious breed, 
Who deals in ſentimentals, will ſucceed ! 
H 3 Poor 
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Poor Ned and I are dead to all intents, | 
We can as ſoon ſpeak Greek as ſentiments ! 
Both nervous grown, to keep our ſpirits up, 
We now and then take down a hearty cup. 
What ſhall we do ?—If Comedy forſake us, | 
They'll turn us out, and no one elſe will take us! 
But why can't I be moral? Let me try— 
My heart thus prefling—fix'd my face and eye— 
With a ſententious look, that nothing means, 
(Farces are barbers blocks—in moral ſcenes) 
Thus I begin—*< All is not gold that glitters, 
1% Pleaſure ſeems ſweet, but proves a glaſs of bitters, 
„When Ign'rance enters, Folly is at hand; 
« Learning is better far than houſe or land. 
Let not your virtue trip, who trips may ſtumble, 
« And virtue is not virtue if ſhe tumble. 

I give it up—Morals won't do for me; | 
To make you laugh I ſhou'd play tragedy. 
One hope remains—hearing the maid was ill, 
A Dadter comes this night to ſhew his ſkill, | 
To chear her heart, and give your muſcles motion, 
He in five draughts prepar'd preſents a potion : 
A kind of magic charm— for be aſſur'd, 
If you will ſwallow it, the maid is cur'd ;— | 
But deſperate the Doctor, and her caſe is, 
It you reje& the doſe, and make wry faces! 
This truth he boaſts, will boat it while he lives, 
No poiſonous drugs are mix'd in what he gives. 
Should he fuccecd, you'll give him his degree, 
If not, within he will receive no fee! 
The college you, muſt his pretenſions back, 
Pronounce him Regular, or dub him Quack. 


4a 
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SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 
WROTE BY DR. GOLDSMITH. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bulk EL Ev. 


E LL, having ſtoop'd to conquer with ſucceſs, 
And gain'd a huſband without aid from dreſs, 

Still as a bar-maid, I could with it too, 
As I have conquer'd him, to conquer you: 
And let me ſay, for all your reſolution, 
That pretty bar-maids have done execution, 
Our life is all a play, compos'd to pleaſe, 
« We have our exits and our entrances.” 
The firſt at ſhews the ſimple country-maid, 
Harmleſs and young, of every thing afraid ; 
Bluſhes when hir'd, and with unmeaning action, 
I hopes as how to give you ſatisfaftion. 
Her ſecond act diſplays a livelier ſcene — 
The unbluſhing bar-maid of a country inn, 
Who whiſks about the houſe, at market caters, 
Talks loud, coquets the gueſts, and ſcolds the waiters, 
Next the ſcene ſhifts to town, and there ſhe ſoars, 
The chop-houſe toaſt of ogling connoiſſeurs. 
On *ſquires and cits ſhe there diſplays her arts, 
And on the gridiron broils her lovers hearts: 
And as ſhe ſmiles her triumphs to compleat, 
Even common-councilmen forget to eat. 
The fourth act ſhews her wedded to the *ſquire, 
And madam now begins to hold it higher ; 
Doats upon dancing, and in all her pride, 
Swims round the room, the Heinel of Cheapſide; 
Ogles and leers with artificial ſkill, 
Till having loft in age the power to kill, 
She fits all night at cards, and ogles at ſpadille. 
Such, thro” our lives, the eventful kiſtory— 
The fifth and laſt act ſtill remains for me. 
The bar-maid now fur your protection prays, 
Turns Female Barriſter, wd | pleads for Bayes. 
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WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICE., 


Spoken by Mrs. ABINGTON. 


S I'm an Artif, can my {kill do better, 
Than paint your pictures? for I'm much your 
debtor : 


I'll draw the out-lines—finiſh at my leiſure, 

A groupe like you wou'd be a charming treaſure ! 

Here is my pencil, here my ſketching book, 

Where for this work I memorandums took ; 

I Bing oh pee nes ghts I'll ical 
ſweet faces, nay, your thoughts ; 

fam a friends above, their wives and doxies, 

Down to Madame, and Monfiewr, in the boxes: 

Now for it, Sirs —I beg, 25 — 

You'll keep your features ſix' d till I have got em. 

Firſt for fine Gentlemen my fancy ſtretches — 

They'll be more like, the ſlighter are the ſketches : 

Such unembodied form invention racks ; { 


Pale cheeks, dead eyes, thin bodies, and long backs; 
They would be beſt in ſhades, or virgin wax. 

To make fine Ladies like, the toil is vain, 
Unleſs I paint em o'er and o'er again: 
In froſt, tho' not a flower its charms diſcloſes, 

They can, like hot-houſes, produce their roſes, 

At you, C es, my pencil now takes aim! 

In Love's *Change-alley playing all the game; 

I'll paint you ducilings waddling out quite lame. 
The Prude's moſt virtuous ſpite, I'll next pourtray : 
Railing at gaming—loving private play. 

Quitting the gay box ton, and wou'd be witty, 

I come to you, my Patrons, in the city - 

I like your honeſt, open, Exgliſb looks; 

They ſhow tvo—that you well employ your cooks !— 
Have at you now—Nay, Miſter pray don't ſtir, 
Hold up your head, your fat becomes you, Sir ; 


—— —̃ — Ms 
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Leer with your eyes—as thus—now ſmirk—well done ! 
You're coling, Sir—a haunch of veniſon. 


Sorte veu, fickle Parrizts, I ſhall pals, 


Such bile brings will be beſt on glats. 

Nov, C -:rtiers, you—looks meant your thoughts to 
ia ther, 

Linde fxt on one thing—:zycs upon another. 

For Pein ] have no dark tints, 

Such clouded brows are fine for wooden prints. 

To diſtant climes if modern Jaſons roam, 

And bring the golden fleece with curſes home, 

I' black-n them with Jadian ink—but then 


| My hands, like theirs, will ne'er be clean again. 


Though laſt, not leaſt in love, I come to“ you ! 

And 'tis with rapture nature's ſons I view; 

With warmeſt tints ſhall glow your jolly faces, 

Joys love, and laughter, there have fix*d their places, 
ree from weak nerves, bon ton, ennui, and 1gn 


graces. 
I'll tire you now no more on ſtrictures; 
Pll copy theſe - next week home your pictures. 


% ˙ A 
T O THE 
8 P L E E N. 


Spoken by Mrs. KI No, in the Character 
of Dr. Ax opy Nr. 


Female doctor, Sirs —and pray why not ? 

Have you from Nature a ſole patent got? 
Can you chain down experience, ſenſe, and knowledge, 
(Like madmen in frait waiitcoats) to the college? 
Let us preſcribe our wholeſome revolutions 
Would quickly mend your crazy conſtitutions. 
Inveſt a female with a reverend caſſock, 
What ſpruce divine would more become the haflock ? 
Or robe her in a lawyer's gown and band, 
What judge ſo ſweet a pleader could withſtand ? 

* To the Galleries. 
Into 
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Into St. Stephen's chapel let us go! 
e 
Try us in all things there are very few 
We women could not do, as well as you. 

Shew me thro” all creation, thoſe who can, 
A fiercer tyrant than the t man. 
Lion to lioneſs is calm civil, 
But man with woman—plays the very devil. 
In France, where politefſe ſhould rule the land, 
by + 's wreſted a female hand. 
A ſpouſe in China his brain from madding, 
By crippling Dearee's to ſpoil her gadding ; 
While the Grand T lord of a vaſt ho, 
Warms the whole houſe—himſelf one uzaglo. 
Here we're denied the privi to thi 
And ſcarce allow'd the uſe of pen and ink. 

— 


een 
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BY MR. CUMBERLAND., 


Spoken by Mrs. EW I I. 


ONFIDING in the juſtice of the place, 
To you the Maid of Bath ſubmits her caſe: 
Wrong'd and defeated of three ſeveral — 
She lays her damages for nine full hou 


Well, 


W 
Hi 
T1 
So 
Ar 
Fo 
So 
T. 
W 
T. 
A 
T 
St 
T 
B 
V 
T 
L 
A 


PROLOGUES ax» EPILOGUES. g; 


Well, Sirs, you've heard the parties, pro and con; 

Do the pro's carry it ? Shall the ſuit go on? 

hearts for us, to them we make appeal ; 

ell us not what you think, but what you feel : 

Aſk us, why bring a private cauſe to view ? 

We anſwer, with a figh—becauſe tis true: 

For tho' invention is our poet's trade, 

Here he but copies parts which others play'd. 

For on a ramble late, one ftarry night, 

With Aſmodeo, his familiar ſprite, 

High on the wings, by his conductor's fide, 

| This guilty ſcene - tip 4 an Bard deſcry'd 

Soaring = as pen he drew, 

And daſh'd the ing W as he flew - 

+ For in theſe luxuriant times there needs 

Some ſtrong bold hand to pluck the noxious weeds, 
The rake of fixty, crippled hand and knee, 
Who fins on claret, repents on tea: 
The witleſs macaroni, who purloins 


A few cant words, which ſome gambler coins : 
8 


Staunch to her Coterie, in deſpite of fame: 
Theſe are the victims of our poet's plan, 
But moſt, that onfer—an unfeclin man. 
When beck » foe him to the fight, 

' maim'd, out fallies the puiſſant knight: 
| Like Withrington, maintains the glorious ftrife, 
And r yields his lurche—crich kde Libe. 
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| WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 


Spoken by Mr. FooTE. 


| Oy AQ — in every ſcene 
| Diſcover meanings never mean; 


— 
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Whatever charaQer I bring to view, 


I am the father of the child *tis true, 
But every babe his chriſt' ning owes to you. 
The comic poet's eye, with humorous air, 
Glancing from Watling- ſtreet to Groſvcnor-ſquare, 
He bodies forth a light ideal train, 
And turns to ſhape the phantoms of his brain : 
Meanwhile your fancy takes more partial aim, 
And gives to airy nothing, place and name.“ 

A Limner once, in want of work, went down | 
To try his fortune in a country town ; 
The wa „ loaded with his goods, convey'd 
To the ſame ſpot his whole dead ftock in trade, | 
Originals and copies—ready made. 
To the new painter all the country came, 
Lord, Lady, Doctor, Lawyer, Squire, and Dame, 
The humble Curate, and the Curate's wife, 
All aſk a ikeneſs—taken from the life. 
Behold the canvas on the eaſel ſtand! | 
A pallet grac'd his thumb, and bruſhes fill'd his hand: | 
But, ah! the painter's ſkill they little knew, | 
Nor by what curious rules of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpack'd, his ancient ſtore, { | 


Furniſh'd for each a face drawn long before, 

God, Dame, or Hero—of the days of yore. 

The Cæſars, with a little alteration, 

Were turn'd into the Mayor and Corporation : 

To —_— the Rector, and the Dean, 

He added wigs and bands to Prince Eugene: 

The Ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces 

From Charles the Second's beauties, and the Graces. 
Thus done, and circled in a ſplendid frame, 

His works adorn'd each room, and ſpread his fame. 
The countrymen of taſte admire and ftare, 
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When, by the royal licence and protection, 
I ſhew mn nal academy*s collection, 
The Connoiſſeur takes out his glaſs, to pry 
Into each picture with a curious eye; 
Turns topſy-turvy my whole compoſition, 
And makes mere portraits all my exhibition. 
But ſtill the copy*'s fo exact, you ſay; 
Alas, the ſame thing happens every day ! 
How many a modiſh well-dreſs'd Fop you meet, 
Exactly ſuits his ſhape—in Monmouth-ſtreet ; 
In Yorkſhire warchouſes, and Cranborn-alley, 
*Tis wonderful how ſhoes and feet will tally ! 
As honeſt Criſpin underſtands his trade, 
| On the true human ſcale his laſts are made, 
The meaſure of each ſex and age to hit, 
And every ſhoe, as if beſpoke, will fir. 
My warehouſe thus for nature's walks ſupplies 
Shoes for all rænks, and laſts of every ſize. | 
Sit ſtill, and try them, Sirs! I to pleaſe ye! 
{| How well they fit! I hope you find them eaſy : 
If the ſhoe pinches, ſwear you cannot bear it, 
But if well made—1 wiſh you health to wear it. 


| — win ; 


66'I 8 oo at a © 


| Spoken at the opening of the SPOUTING= 
Crus at CHATHAM. 


HAT whims? what fancies are in theſe our 
days ! 
To pleaſe themſelves mankind take diff rent ways; 
Hence various objects dazzle mortals here, 

And one rejects what t'other makes his care. 
If ſome dull Yir:us/o chance to meet, 

Of num'rous dies, a pebble in the ſtreet, 

Pleas'd with the prize, he hugs it for his own; 

Nor heeds the laughter of the duller clown. 
Sir Fopling next, with powder and perfume, 

Like Zaxo's bird, ſurveys * gaudy plume; 


Then 
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Then ſtruts, and ogles the ſoft blooming fair; 
The muſty trader views him—with a ſneer ! 
See Tartle fly the ing news to know; 
What nymph's fair fame by flander is laid low : 


What 1. pregnant—and not married yet ! | 
Ml notice :—but the next he met 
He told the ſecret in the open ftreet ! 


Pleas'd with baſe ſcandal no one's faults he'll ſpare, 
His own he ſees not, or, no faults they are. 
The Cit lolls penfive on affairs of ſtate. 
And o'er his counter r 
Extends our conqueſts, each juſt ſupply— 
ack at the door bawls, Gemmen, what Ce buy! 
prac op deb hen x: ſtern bog? ads cog 
I'd counſel kings they were wiſe ! 
r {hp wi hf Soy 
oY pr 
youths appear 

With ſtage- ſtruck a your ear; 
Queen Mas be ſure has touch ' d our frantic brain 


. — air- built caſtles; tho” with leſs vain, 

t we ſhould pleaſe, 1 Teens 
You all fome — 

You've each your early love! 
Small faults, we — nice . will not ſpare, 
We fly for refuge then, to you—ye fair ! 


JJ 


Spoken at a Srovrixc-Crun, on Ac- 
count of an Information * been made 
to ſuppreſs it. 


NC E more we're come, in Nr 
Regardleſs both of Bridewell and the Cage. 

Is th' Infermer here? pray look about 

Some ſhirtleſs fellow, or ftarch'd fop, no doubt! 

Gold he ſhould have, if he were really poor, 


That perjur d once, he might be fo no more; 


. 8 R 
* * r o . — * _ * 
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But if thro? envy he to juſtice flew, 
He'll ſting himſelf, as moſt informers do; 
If with religious zeal he cloaks his rage, 
We'll laſh him ſmartly on this finful ; Y 
Strip off his maſk, that men may truly 2 
No hate ſo dire as from ſuch zealots flow. 

Thus when the fabled aſs, in ſtories old, 
The lion's ſkin put on to look more bold; 
Struck with the ſight, each beaſt obeiſance paid, 
Beneath his feet the ſpoils of war they laid. 
In borrow'd plumes majeſtic he appears, 
Till one more prying ſpies the aſs's ears. 
So may that aſs who recently has ſtrove, 
With falſe pretence, to break our ſocial love, 
Be with contempt drove from each gen'rous ſoul, 
To his dear kindred at the northern pole ; 
Prepare the rod, O pay the wretch his ſcore, 
And give to all thoſe paſt one blockhead more. 


tai — — — 


Ax OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE 
Spoken by the AurRHOxR, 


On the SocitTyY of TRAESHIANs, removing 
from their Place of late Meeting. 


HE N Theſpis, firſt of Play'rs, with happy art, 
Of care and dulneſs eas'd each burthen'd heart, 
Inſtead of Play-houſe, copious as his mind, 
Toa vile Cart the Actor was confin'd : 
In which, each night, at ending of his Play, 
No chariot waiting him)—he e away; 
or paintings rich, nor wardrobe could he brag on, 
Nature fo bare he ſhew'd—ſhe'd ſcarce a rag on! 
Not ſo in this refin'd, this happier age, 
When Taſte and Judgment patronize the Stage; 
Nature, now calling in the aid of art, 
Wears decent ornaments in ev*ry part: 
Ev'n we, who ne'er to Taſte would give offence, 


To decency, at leaſt, now make pretence. 
I 2 Complaints 


* 


- 
* "6 
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Complaints and wrangling wholly to appeaſe, 


Feeling for your convenience, too, and eaſe, 
Our t Fiſßer's, by conſent, we halt, 
And from Cooke a general revolt. 

Now I well inform how, fir'd by fame, 
Each hero on this Stage ſhall make his claim; 
Now ſay, how Pierre (of manners void as 

Shall aim a blow at gentler 7affer's face! 
How Faffer, holding friendthip fill moſt dear, 
Shall murder firit himielf—next hapleſs Pierre. 
And now declare too, how, in thought refin'd, 
Great Tamerlane, the friend cf human kind, 
Shall prove himſelf the mildeft, rameft King, 
While Bajaret hall roar— Jie any thing! 

But previous information mars delight, 

And blunts the edge of longing appetite 
For, tho' thus jeſting, I would tell the Fags, 
Who fear our tearing paſſion bo the rags, 

That Malice hath our Merit long confeſt, 

The Merit—that we always do our beſt. 


———— 2 2 — — 


£5 =. © 3% "I on 2 200 
T © 


"TIS WELL IT's NO WORSE. 


Captain O'CuTTExR enters, croſſing the Stage; 
but, upon ſeeing the Audience, ſtops, and thus 
addreſſes them. 


O1 there ye are: — before one word I utter, 

I muſt tell you, my dears—that I, Captain 
O”Cutter, 

With filent reſpect, will a thing or two ſay 

About my relation, who wrote this new play : 

My couſin, poor ſoul, is in damnable fright, 

Becauſe why ?—To amuſe you he takes great delight : 

I ſaid, fye for ſhame !—what a man, and be frightful; 

A pale baſhful Iriſhman's never delightful ; _ 


Or ooo mugs we 


. : ——_—_—_—— = 


— 
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No conqueſts are gain'd with ſuch dread looks as thoſe : 
I told him a man ſhould not ſhrink at his i 
That you were his friends, and would taſte writ, 
If he would not o'erload you with humour Ni: 
He ſwore he would not be ſo weak and abſurd; 
And if I know my coulin, he'll not brake his word. 
My couſin's no flouch, at your reading and writing ; 
Tho? now, for his play, he's as plale as a Whiting. 
I anſwer'd for you, which his heart has much eas'd ; 
That tho? you don't like it, I'm ſure you'll be pleas d; 
For they ſay that Old Nick, if he's pleas'd, will be 
civil; 
You'll like it, if not pleas'd, to be unlike the Devil. 
In ſhort, my dear couſin has taken a prize ; 
I'm ſure you'll applaud him, tis Spaniſh, my boys. 
An old crazy veſſel, ill built, rigg'd, and plann'd, 
But now is re-built, new rigg'd, and new mann'd ; 
And juſt ready to /ance—if, when it appears, 
From this noble veſſel, you'll give it three cheers, 
"Twill lighten his heart, tho? it load not his purſe, 
And the rogue will cry out. Tir well it*s not wwor/c. 
From the head to the ſtern, thus let me addreſs vou, 
To lend us your hands —for faith I'll not preſs you. 
Firſt, 12 in the top there, with bawlug don't ſtan 
im; 
As you're ſtout pray be merciful don't fire upon him. 
If + you on the quarter-deck will not befriend him, 
Your _—_ and ſmall arms, faith, quickly will cad 
And if f you between decks my couſin don't favonr, 
But give him your broadſides, yon fink him for ever. 
And O ye || ſweet craters, who fit in the cabin, 
oſe privateer eyes are our hearts ever nabbing, 
Do but awe with your cannon this critical h crew, ; 


You'll charm Iriſh hearts to your ſex ever true, 
That a fon of St. Patrick's protected by au. 


Upper Gallery. + Firſt Gallery. Pits 
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TEE n 3 7, 
# 3 


TrxxrsPis's ADVICE to his Brother Ports 


and AcToRs. 


\ 


As ſtories ſay ; once on a time 
There liv'd a man, dealt much in rhime— 
Deuce on his name; twas ſomewhat droll— 
I've hit it; Theſpis his name, a merry ſoul ; 
Some things he wrote, and ſome he ſtole ; 
As ſome folks do of preſent date, 
Who ſmuggle what won't enter pate, 
And pilfer what they can't create. 
"Twas on a day, a winter's day, 
As ancient tories truth doth ſay, 
He ſhivering found the froſt nipp'd ſingers 
Quavering, and breathing on 155 fingers; 
Sol's rays withdrawn, harveſt done, 
And Sylvan ſwains had heard their fun, 
Each gibe, each jeſt, and merry pun, 
Declin'd and droop'd with ſet o*th* ſun : 
Not like the ant in ſummer's prime, 
Who wiſely hoards for winter-time ; 
But for the morrow nought preſerving, 
Like modern Wits, theſe Bards were ſtarving, 
Theſpis, who view'd their ſtarv'd condition, 
Stood not on terms, or call'd phyſician. 
He in their faces famine read, 
And knew their bellies mutt be fed. 
He, piteous, ſaw their hungry caſes, 
Their meagre, long, and diſmal faces; 
The pot hung on, made ſoups and jellies, 
Warm'd them well, and fll'd their bellies, 
With joy they ſtar'd at ſuch a friend, 
Then bleſt the gods, and eat *thout end. 
Each charging loud his gen'rous hoſt, 
And trying which could eat the moit. 
The dinner ended, things remov'd, 
Each Burd by Theſpis muſt be prov'd : 
2 


HEN Bards firſt ſtroll'd thro? famous Greece, 
Vending their works for pence a-piece, 


Each 


» 
| 
| 
| 


«| 
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Each would his choiceſt ſpirit ws 
While wit and ſong in jovial 

Had ſet the table on a roar ; x 

They'd fill'd their bellies, and they car'd no more. 
Taxtsy15s their patron, kind benefactor, 

Plea®'d with the ſcene, addreſs'd each actor: 

« My friends, I'm proud I could relieve ye; 

« Mark me well, and pray believe me; 

« Your ſummer flies wall always die, } 


«« Nor do they think—'tween you and I, 
« Of winter's dearth and poverty: 4 
«« Henceforth take care ye live to-day, 1 
% And not at once throw all away: y 
«« Be this each Bard and Actor's plan, F 
% To be the prudent, honeſt man; 

« And every moral virtue ican, | 

«« Preſerving ever what he can. | : 
« Theſe rules, my friends, but clcſe obſerve, 

„% You'll live to-day—nor morrow ſtarve.” 


— 
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Spoken by Mr. REevoisn. 


RITICS, hark forward ! noble game and new, 
A fine Weſt Indian ftarted full in view; 
Hot as the ſoil, the clime which gave him birth, 
You'll run him on a burning ſcent to earth ; 
Yet don't devour him in his hiding place, 
Bag him, he'll ſerve you for another chace ; | 
For ſure that country has no feeble claim, 
Which ſwells our commerce, and ſupports your fame. 
And in this humble ſketch we hope you'll nnd 
Some emanations of a noble mind; 
Some little touches, which, tho? void of art, 
May find perhaps their way into the heart. 
Another hero your excuſe unplores, 
dent by your filter kingdom to your ſhores ; A 
| |  Deom'd | 
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Doom'd by Religion's too ſevere command, 
To fight for bread againſt his native land : 
A brave, unthinking, animated rogue, 
With here and there a touch upon the brogue : 
Laugh, but deſpiſe him not, for on his lip 
His errors he ; his heart can never trip. 
Others there are—but may we not ail 
To let the gentry tell their own plain tale? 
Shall they come in? 'l pleaſe you, if they can; 
If not, condemn the ut ſpare the Maz. 
For think, act, or write in angry times, 
A with to pleaſe is made the worſt of crimes ; 
Dire ſlander now, with black envenom'd dart, 
Stands ever arm'd to ftab you to the heart. 

Rouſe, Britons, rouſe, for honour of our iſle, 
Your old good-humour ; and be ſeen to ſmile. 
You ſay we write not like our fathers—true, 
Nor were our fathers half fo ftri& as you; | 
Damn' d not each error of the poet's pen, | 
But judging man, remember*d they were men : 
Aw'd into filence by the time's abuſe, 
Sleep many a wiſe and many a witty muſe : 
We that for mere experiment come out, 
Are but the light arm'd rangers on the ſcout : 
High on Parnafſus' lofty ſummit ſtand, 
The immortal camp; there lie the choſen bands! 
Bat give fair quarters to us puny elves, 
The giants then will ſally forth themſelves ; 
With Wit's ſharp weapons vindicate the age, 
And drive ev'n Arthur's magic from the Stage. 


FE WH 0 HW WA 
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BY A. MURPHY, ESQ. 
Spoken by Mr. OBRIE N. 


OME ftrange caprice for ever rules the ſtage, 4 


And this we call the P ue- I e; 
Prolog ms 


| 
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Without a Prologue nothing can be done, 
So dearly you all love a httle fun ! 
To tame this rage, in vain we often try 
The niceſt art Prologue / ſtill you cry. 
And yet our Bard—Bards will be ſtill abſurd! 
Comes without one preliminary word ; 
He's quite forgot his Prologue—yet be quiet, 
My honeft friends above, you need not riot ! 
You'll have your pen*worth to appeaſe the ſtorm, 
You ſee I come in black—the uſual form! 
I bow, I ſmile around—obſerve me, pray. 
[7 the galleries. 


{Bows to the bexes) An't that as well as aught theſe 


poets ſay ? 
The pit comes next—but how your taſte to hit! 
— You are the ſovereign arbiters of wit— 
You have the—— Oh !—nature, paſſion, art, 
Wit, judgment, humour—every critic part ; 
Plot, fituation, Shakeſpear, Jonſon Rowe; 
Beaumont and Fletcher—very high ! damn'd low ! 
Take all amongſt ye—all is yours, you know. 
And now the pallery—there I ſhould be witty ; 
What ſhall I ſay ?—No hint? Oh, ah! the ciy— 
Attornies, milliners, the tender ſqueeze ; 
Soft hinting elbows, and love-kindling knees ; 
W 2 take me right—ſo word it as you 
— 
% To you, ye gad, (to the upper gallery) I make my 
laſt appeal, 
Or mark our merit, or our crimes conceal. 
And now, I think, I've made a Prologue —no! 
I fill ſhould bid you ſome compaſſion ſhow 
To Bayes within—yonder he trembles— Oh! 
If hs on pity e'er your heart inclines, 
(Piping his eyes)—That will do full as well as twenty 
ines. | 
You hive had a Prologue now, you needs mult ſay ; 
And ſo I hope you'll kindly hear the play. 
[ Going off, returns. 
One thing J had forgot :—This night appears 
A fair adventurer, full of doubts and — 


* Miſs Elliot. 
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If peni her—and not vain deſire, 
a ſpark of ſtruggling fire. 
you ſmile—relax'd are critic laws, 

years and form conjoin'd, will plead her cauſe, 


dawning merit meet with ſure applauſe. 


Her 
And 


. o 8 98 8 
TO THE 
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Spoken by Mr. SyuTER and Mr. Woopn- 
WARD, in the Characters of OiDd Priteor, 
and Younc PHiLPOT. 


FATHER. 


George, George ! *tis ſuch rakes as you, 
vile jokes and foul diſhonour too 


Upon our city youth. 

Geo. "Tis very true. 
Far n. St. James's end o' th* town, 
Geo. No place __ me. 
Faru. No, truly—no—their manners di 

With ours entirely —yet you there — 

To ape their follies, 
Geo. And ſo am undone. 


H! George 


Who bring 


Fara. By every common cheat. 

Geo. Ay! here's two witneſſes [ Pulling out his pockets. 

FaTa. You get well beat. : 

Ge6. A witneſs too of that [ ewws his bead] and there's 
another. [ To Young Wilding, 

Faru. You dare to give affronts, 

— Zounds, ſuch a pother ! 

Fara. Affronts to gentlemen ! 

Gao. "Twas a raſh _ "2 

AT 
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Faru. Damn me, you lie; I give you ſatisfaction. 


1 detected too! 
Ge eee nee 


Fark. The dog he has me there, 
_ Think you it right? 


Far n. t! 
Go. For grave threeſcore to ſkulk with trembling knees, 
And „ lover whom he ſees! 
Think you it fitting thus abroad to roam? 
Faru. Would I had ſtaid to caſt accounts at home! 
Gro. Ay; there's another vice. 
Far n. Sirrah, give o'er 
Geo. You brood for ever o'er your much lov'd ſtore 
And ſcraping cent. per cent. ſtill pine for more. 
At Jonathan s, where millions are undone, 
Now cheat a nation, and now cheat your fon. 
Faru. Raſcal, enough! 
Geo. I could add, but am loth 
Farz. Enough !—this jury will conderan us both. 
[ T6 the audience. 
Gro. Then to the Court we'd better make ſubmiſſion : 
Ladies and Gentlemen, with true contrition, 
I here repent my faults :—ye courtly train, 
Farewell ! farewell, ye giddy and ye vain ! 
I now take up—forſake the gay and witty, 
To live, henceforth, a credit to the city. 
Faru. You ſee me here, quite cover'd o'er with ſhame ; 
] hate long ſpeeches—but I'll do the ſame. 
Come, George to mend is all the beſt can boat. 
GO. Then let us in, 
Farn. And this ſhall be our toaſt, 
May Britain's thunder on ker foes be hurl'd, 
Gro. And Landon prove the market of the world. 


— 


 SCRUB's TRIP To Tux JUBILEE, 
Spoken by Mr. WESTOx. 


3 Stratford arriv'd—piping hot—gentleſolks, 


From the rareſt of ſhows and mo * 
our 


* 
7 4 2 51 £4 
Va 0 
an „ 
* 


108 NEW COLLECTION o: 
1 N quaintance, Scrub, comes to 


Se by Gor, ——— rea fr; 


Such crowds of fine ladies, ſerenading an 
Such t.ring of loud pateraroes, and ring] ag 
To tell it in London muſt ſeem all a f. 
And yet 1 will tell it as well as I'm able: 
Firſt, ſomething, in linguo of ſchools, call'd an ode; 
All critics, they told me, allow d very good: 
One ſaid—You may take it for truth, . 
"Twas made by the little — apy 
By my brother Martin,. ſake, d 
This Light I'd 2 mind for touch at Shekefhear 
But, honeſtly {; » I take more delight in 
n, chan drums, trumpets, and fighting. 
The proceſſion, twas ſaid, would have been a fine train, 
But could not move forwards—oh, la!—for the rain. 
Such tragical, comical folks, and & dne; 
e 

and Baronets, Aldermen, Squires, 
— 727—ꝛ 2 


I hate all ragouts, and, like a bold Briton, 
Prefer er to aught I e' er bit on: 


From a charming fine cup of the mulberry-tree, 

To bed I muſt go—for which, like a ninny, 

I paid, like my betters, no leſs than a — 

For rolling not lleeping—in linen ſo damp, 

As ſtruck my toe, ever ſince, with the cramp : 
Thus fleec -in my 17 [ felt a great ſmarting, 
Yet griev'd not when I and the ſplinters were parting, 
R brother 


(poke, den as ien f. wth one 0e 
— the other was ready to cry; 

e This alludes to Mr. Weſton's deügu of playing Richard. 
Whick 


” _— * 
- 
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Which makes me now tell you, without any brag, 


He's ſecond to none but the Warwickſhire wag. 

The Jubilee 11 or 2 place, 

To tell you my and ſue for your grace: 

You never KNA before, 

With ting ſuch kindneſs, bound gratitude more. 
1 hn het to own with a diligent ſpirit, 

Your favours have ever out-ran my {light merit. 


— 


J >. A a 


a = © 
'A U T a R. 
Written and ſpoken by Mr. Fo or. 


EVE RE their taſk, who in this Critic age, 
With freſh materials furniſh out the Stage ! 


Not that our Fathers drain'd the comic ftore ; 


Yawn at their wit, and lumber at their love. 

If light low mirth employs the comic ſcene, 

Such mirth, as drives from vulgar minds the fpleen ; 
The poliſh'd Critic damns the wretched ftuff, 
And cries, —'tevill pleaſe the galP ries well enough. 
Such jarring j who can reconcile ? 
12 


To 
And quen 
The Grecian Fabuliſt, in moral lay, 
Hes thee addrofs's the wrinnee of his day : 
Once on a time, a Son and Sire we're told, 


The Stripling tender, and the Father | 
VOY =. . Purchas'd 
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BRITANNIA, a, MASQUE. 
Spoken by Mr. GA k, in the Character 


1 of a Sailor, fuddled and talking to himſelf. 


2 


He enters ſinging. 


How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſer —— - 
ELL, if thou art, my boy, a little mellow ! 
„ 


. . ˙ w W_ " * * r 


— ro We s 


* 


What chear, ho! Do I carry too much ſail? 
; [To the pit. 
No—tight and trim—1 ſcud before the gle — 


N He aggers rn, then flops. 
ts e — =, SP 
Steady! my boy! ſhe muſt not ſhew her keel. 
And now, thus ballaſted-—what courſe to err ? 
Shall I again to ſea—and bang Mozn/crr ? 
Or ſtay on ſhore, and toy with Sal and Sur —— 
Doſt love em boy ?—By this right hand I do! 
A well-rigg'd girl is ſurely inviting ; a 
There's nothing better, faith—ſave flip and fighting ; 
I muſt away =I muſt —— | 


What ! Mall we ſons of beef and freedom ſioop, 


Or lower our flag to flavery and ſoup ? 


What! ſhall theſe paricty-vour make ſuch a racket, 
And I not lend a hand to lace their jacket ? 

Still ſhall Ol England be your Frenchman's butt? 
Whene'er he ſh „ we ſhould always cut. 
Pl! to 'em, faith A vaſt— before I go— 

Have not I promis d Sali to ſee the ſhow ? 


Pulls cut a play-t ill. 
„*** 2 
What work's to-night—l read printed hand! 


Firſt let's refreſh a bit—for faith, I need it 
T take one ſugar-plumb—and then 1'!1 read it. 
[Takes ſome tobacco. 
He reads the ploy-bill of Zara, which was 


acted that 
% At at the Thame Bled-—Broy Lon 
«© will be preſen-ta-ted a Tragedy called 
a 7 7 & @& wn 
Her nameſake's tragedy : and as for me, 
PH fleep as ſound, as if I were at fea. | 
% To which will be added, 
« a new MASQUE.” 
Zounds! why a maſque? We ſailors hate grimaces : 
Above all, we ſcorn to hide our faces. 
But what is here, ſo very large and plain? 
* Bai-Ta-x1a% — oh Britazia !—good again 


K 2 Huzza, "” 
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Haz7za, boys! —by the Royal George I ſwear, 
7:m coxen, and the crew, ſhall ſtraight be there. 


All free-born ſouls muſt take Bri-ta-nia"s part, 

And give her three round cheers, with hand and heart! 
Going off he 4 

I with-you landmen tho', would * — A 

Vour factions, parties, and damn'd politics: 

And like us, honeſt tars, drink, fight, and fing ! 

True to yourſelves, your country, and your king! 


* * 


a 


27 


oe 
| To THE 


r 
Spoken by Mr. Woo D WAA p. 


ROLOGUES precede the piece in mournful verſe, 
P As undertakers—watk before the hearſe,— 
Whoſe doleful march may ſtrike the harden'd mind, 
And wake its feelings—for the dead—hehind. 

No ſmuggl'd, pilfer'd ſcenes from France we ſhew, 
"Tis Englih—Englifh, Sirs! from top to toe. 
Our hero is a youth—by fate defign'd 

For culling fmpler ut whoſe ſtage-ſiruck mind 

_ ate co 


rule, nor his indentures bind. 

there is where ſuch young Quixotes meet, 

Tis call'd the SyouT1NG-Civus; a glorious treat! 

Where *prentic'd kings—alarm the gaping ftreet ! 

There Brutzs ſtarts and ſtares by midnight taper, 

Who all the day enacts a len-draper. 

There Hamletr's Ghoſt talks forth with doubled fiſt ; 

Cries out with hollow voice—Lif, lis, O bf, 

And frightens Denmari's prince, a young tobacconift. 

The ſpirit too, clear d from his deadly white, 

Riſes-—a baberdaſber to the ſight! 

Nat young attornies have this rage withſtood, 

But change their pers for TRUNCAEONS, iat for 
BLOOD, 


And (trange reverſe!) Jie for their country's 4 


— 
OO OT! 


„ OS. 
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Thro? all the town this folly you may trace; 
Myſelf am witneſs—*tis a common caſe. 
I've farther proofs, could ye but think I wrong ye, — 
Look round - you'll find ſome ſpouting youths among ye. 
Ye ſtage-ſtruck heroes—Fack, Dick, Tom, Will, 
Who hold the balance, or who gild the pill; 
And you who to the Ladies make your court, 
And while you ſimper clip an inch too ſhort ; 

uit not the ſubſtance for an empty ſhade, 
Stick to the Rule of Three, and mind your trade : 
But hark! Um call'd *—be warn'd by what you ſce, 
Oh! ſpout no more: Farewell, remember me. 


— 


ö 
SPOKEN TO 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 
BY MR. GARRICEK., 


* 


W ITH Doubt— Joy— Apprehenſion — almoſt 


umo, 
Once more to face the awful Court, I come! 
Left Benedict ſhould ſuffer by my fear, 
Before He enters, I myſelf am here; 
I'm told (What Flatt'ry to Heart;) that you + f 


Have wiſh'd to ſee me, nay have preſs'd it too, 

Alas! 'twill prove another Much ado. 

I, like a-boy who long has truant play'd, 

No leſſons got, no exerciſes made, 

On bloody Monday, take my fearful ſtand, 

And often eye the bircken-ſceptred hand. 

"Tis twice twelve years ſince ſirſt the ſtage I trod, 

* your ſmiles, and _—_— critic's rod ; 
very Nine-pin1, my Stage-life through, 

Knock'd down by wits, ro parks „ 


* The warning - bell rings. + The Audience. 


In 


, » 
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In four and twenty years, the ſpirits cool; 
Is it not long enough to play the fool ?— 
To prove it 15, permit me to 
What late I heard in paſſing through the ftreet ; 

A youth of with ladies by has fide, 

Thus cock'd his and through it ſhot my pride : 
Ni he, by Fove! grown guite a clumſy fellow, 
He's fit for nothing —but a punchinello. 

{* O yes, for comic ſcenes, Sir John—no further” 

««< He's much too fat—for Battles, Rapes, and Murder?“ 


, who, rich in ſcars, 
ights o'er in prattle all his former wars; 


Exiſts there fuck a folly—ofF the tage ? 
The fatire's 


— 


% 


PROLOGUES ax» EPILOGVUES. 11g 


In no is he known to fin ; 
He fair pains—and ſometimes more—to win ; 


Top five bar and ſhew the field ? 
. Cure cries brilliant dame, for ſcandal ready, 
„ Theſe leaps are not fo prudent in a lady. 


«© No, Ma*am ! Why not !—GrantMiſs ſhould have a fall, 
A friendly ſettlement will cover all.” 


But ſhould our headftrong Bard have dar'd to-night, 
In bold contempt of to write 


Five comic afts, wi 


T © 
OG IL SS LT AT 1 0 I 
WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR. 


Spoken by Mrs. AzinGTON. 


ASHION's the word—again at her command 
To mark her fovereign fway 1 take my ftand, an 


C * 


e DE8SSIPATION, 


irh, to the fool. + 
. 
How do you like my buckles ? Made by Gray.” 
ancing's a bore—and love {ad ſtuff at beſt is, 
* Damn it, I hate all dancing, bat the Veſtris.“ 
In humbler life ll faſhion is the word, 4 
Full as fantaſtic and yet more abſurd. 
The great fat wiſe of "uy 
Deep in court-mournin *%y ſomewhat deeper 
2 in a 2 at Cutter's Hall a 
akes three coarſe miſſes to the Mile-End ball; | 
Then, waddling up the room roars out to ſpouſe, 
Here's no good company at all, I vows :* Who 
And there's Miſs Pumpkin dizen'd out in red, 
Why don't you knows? Knows what? Why knows 
who's dead. | ; : 


